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T-dE SECOND EDITION. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Thb love of poetry is so general, that, in some degree 
or other, it may be said to form a portion of the read*' 
iog, if not of the study^ of all classes, from infancy to 
age — ^through all gradations, from the in&nt's prayer 
in verse, to the sublime works of Milton. 

In order to meet the tastes of young persons in 
particular, as well as with a view to illustrate the 
styles of different authors, and of the periods at which 
they wrote, valuable collections have from time to 
time been made. But as poems of great beauty and 
high literary merit, — ^productions which at once do 
honour to their writers, and are a boon to their admi- 
rers, — are continually being put forth, though fre- 
quently in a manner that renders them inaccessible 
to the young reader, new collections become necessary, 
wherein to enshrine such scattered treasures, and 
thereby to extend the knowledge, and perpetuate 
the deserved popularity, of productions which, from 
the mode of their publication, might otherwise 
remain comparatively unknown and uneu^oy^* 

Wiii this view, and in the Yiope ol T«a^ftTa^|^^». 
acceptable service to the lovexa oi ipaxe ^^w^tj ^ "^^ 

a 



U ADVERTISEMENT. 

present volume has been compiled. It contains 
much that has not yet appeared in any similar 
collection, without reference to the date of compo- 
sition, together with many choice pieces already 
well known to fame; — some beautiful poems by 
American writers, are also, it is believed for the first 
time, introduced to the English public; — ^but every 
line which, if adopted, must have been drawn from 
sources whereof those who watch over the formation 
of the youthful mind might disapprove, has been 
strictly excluded. 
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POPULAR POEMS. 



WHAT IS TIME ? 



I ASKED an aged man, with hoaiy hairs. 

Wrinkled and curved, with worldly cares ; 

'^ Time is the warp of life/' he said ; ** oh tell 

The young, the fair, the gay, to weave it well !" 

I ai^ked the ancient, venerable dead. 

Sages who wrote, and warriors who bled ; 

From the cold grave a hollow murmur flowed, 

^ Time sowed the seed we reap in this abode !" 

I asked a dying sinner, ere the tide 

Of life had left his veins ; ^ Time !" he replied ; 

^' V\e lost it ! ah, the treasure !'*^ — and he died. 

I asked the golden sun and silver spheres. 

Those bright chronometers of days and years ; 

They answered, ** Time is but a meteor glai*e/' 

And bade me for Eternity prepare* 

I asked the Seasons, in their annual round 

Which beautify or desolate the ground ; 

And they replied, (no oracle more wise,) 

*«'Tis Folly's blank, and Wisdom^s highest prize T' 

I asked a spirit lost, — ^but oh, the shriek 

That pierced my soul ! I shudder while I speak I 

It cried, ^ A particle ! a speck I a mite 

Of endless years, duration infinite !"^ 

Of things inanimate, my dial I 

Consulted, and it made me this reply,— 

" Time is the season fair of living well, . 

The path of glory, or the path of hell.'* 

I asked my Bible, and methinks it said, 

** Time is the present hour, the past is fled^ 



WHAT IS TIME ? 

Live ! live to-day ! to-morrow never yet i 

On any human being rose or set." 

I asked Old Father Time himself at last ; 

But in a moment he flew swiftly past. — 

His chariot was a cloud, the viewless wind 

Plis noiseless steeds, which left no trace behind. 

I asked the mighty angel, who shall stand 

On e foot on sea, and one on solid land ; 

'* Mortal," he cried, " the mystery now is o'er ; 

Time was. Time is, but Time shall be no more !" 

Mahsdek. 



AN ANi^VaSR T0 <* WfiAT IS TIME r 

€ 

*•' Know'st thou me not 1" tlie de^p voice cried ; 

^' So long enJQjed,'80 oft misused :— 
Alternate in thy fickle pride, 

Desired, neglected, and abused. 

*' Before my bpealfa, like bkaing flax, 

Man and his marvels pass away, 
And changing empires wane and wax, 

Are founded, 'floiinsh, and deeay^ 

"liedeem my houi-s, — ihe space is'l»rief, 
A\hile in niy glass the saad-^grains shiver, 

And measureless thy joy or grief, 
When Time and thou shalt part for ever/' 

Scott. 



TIME^FLIES. 



The nKniientsHS)^— ft'Uiimtte's-gone ! 
The minutes ^^---^acn'henr'isTun ! 
The day has fled— 4he night is here, 
Thu8^eB<a week,'a>montfa, a year. 
A year — alas ! how soon if a pest ; 
Who knows but IftMmay be my ladl ! 
A few lihort yvars, liewHMMm ^they're fled. 
And 5re are^numlMnd iftlhtbe dead ! 



8 
THE DAYS OF IHY YOUTH. 

Days of my yoath ! ye liave glided away; 
Hairs of my youtk ! ye ave £ro8ied and gray; 
Eyes of my youth I your keen Mght is nomofe; 
CheeloB of my yonth ! ye are furrowed all o*er ; 
Strength of my yonth ! all yonr yigoor is gone; 
Thoughts of my yonth ! your gay yisioBa are flown. 

Days of my yoath ! I wish not yonr recall; 
Hairs of my yonth ! I'm content you should fall ; 
Eyes of my youth ! ye much evil have seen ; 
CSieeks of my youth ! Uathed in tears have you been ; 
Thoughts of my youth ! ye have led me astray.; 
Stren^^ of my youth ! why lament your deof^ ? 

Da3rs of my age ! ye will shortly be past ; 
• Pains oi my age ! but a while can ye last; \ , 
Joys of my age 1 in true wisdom de%ht; 
Eyes of my age I be religion your light; 
Thoughts of my age ! dread not the oold sod ; 
Hopes of my age I be ye fixed on your Gob ! 

* Tucker. 



PAST— PKESENT— FUTUBE. 

The time when I played with the king-cup flowers, 

Those golden gifts of summer hours ; 

The time when I danced o'er the purple heath, 

And scarcely felt the earth beneath, 

And, smiling, looked to the sky above. 

That spread o'er me in cloudless love ; 

When my step was as light as the roving wind, 

Tliat kissed the flowers in my tresses twined; 

"When my eyesnndimmed by a dark tear dK>nef— 

That blessed time iagone, is gooM ! 

The time when I loved to sit at noon. 
And hearken to the wood<bird*s tune ; 
When the flowers and leaves upon each tree, 
Were more than flowers and leavea V) anfi \ 



Wlicn niy iipii'it in &iicy floated eHoag, 
Aud arouud my heart ivoa a dream of sang; 
Tlie time when I lay by Uie river'a side, 
Tliut liad wordfl for me in its inunnuriog' tide; 
When my life, like the waves of ilie atream weiii 
Bright, pore, and sparkling, — is gone, is gone ! 

And tlie hours of darkness and days of ^hmin, 
TliBt shadow and shut out joy,»rccD]nir: 
And there's a mUt on llie laugliiug se.i. 
And tlie flowers and leaves am nought to me ; 
And on iny brow are furron-a left. 
And my lip of ease and smile is I'eft ; 
And the time of gray hairs and trcuililing limbs. 
And the time when soitow tlie bright eye dims. 
And the time when death seems nought to fear, 
£o sad is life, — is here, ia here ! 

But the time wlien the quiet grave shall be 

A haven, a resting-plnce for me ; 

When the strong ties of earth are wreucliod, 

And the burning fever of life is quenched ; 

When the spirit shall leave its mortsl mould. 

And face to face its God beliolil ; 

When around it joy and gladness shall flow. 

Purer than ever it felt below; 

■When heaven shall be for ever its Iionip,— 

Oh ! this holiest time is stil! to come 1 — DnowxEj 



THE VISIBLE CREATION. 



The God of uatui'e mid of gr^to 
In all His works appeal's; 

His gooduess tliioogh the earth iv'^ 
His grandeurin the spheres. 

Behold this fair and fertile globe. 

By Him in wisdom planned ; 
'TwBB He who girded, like ii lol e, 
The ocean round the laml- 



THE TISIBLE CBEATIOK. 

Liift to the fimuunent thy eye. 

Thither His path pursue ; 
His glory, boundless as the sky, 

0*erwhelms the wondering view. 

Ihe forests in His strength rejoice; 

Hark ! on the evening breeze, 
As once of old, the Lord Gt>d*s voice 

Is heard among the trees. 

His blessings fall in plenteous showers 

Upon the lap of earth, 
That teems with foliage, fruit, and flowers. 

And rings with infant mirth. 

If God hath made this world so fair. 

Where sin and death abound. 
How beautiful, beyond compare, 

"Will Paradise be found ! Moktgomeky. 



DAY-BREAK. 



See the day begins to break. 
And the light shoots like a streak 
Of subtle fire ; the wind blows cold 
While the morning doth unfold ; 
Now the birds begin to rouse, 
And the squirrel, from the boughs. 
Leaps to get him nuts and fruit : 
The early lark, that erst was mute, 
Carols to the rising day 
Many a note and many a lay. 

Beaumont akd Fletcher. 



MORNINCJ. 



WuEN through the morning's fleecy veil, 
Tlie early sun looks forth with softened rays. 
Like a stilled infant smiling in his tears ; 
When, lightly curling on the dewy air. 
The cottage smoke doth wind its path to heaven ; 
When larks sing shrill, and village cocks do crow. 



And Iowa tlie heifer looseued &aiu lierEiall. 

When heaven's soft breatli plays on the woodman's bro' 

And every Iiarebell and wild tangled flower 

SmtllB sweetly from ila cage of chequerBd dew 

"Wlien meiry huntsmen iviiid tlie echoing honi 

And from ila covert staj:tB the fearful prey ; 

Who, warmed with youtli'a blood in his swelling veinn. 

Would, like a, lifeless clod, outstretched lie. 

Shut up from all the fair creation oflers ! 

Joanna Bah 



EVENING-. 

SQi;rHEitDS all, and maidens £ur, 
Fold your flocks up, for the air 
'Gins to thicken, and tlie sun 
Already his great cuui-se lioa mn. 
Bee the dew-drops liow tliey kiss 
Every little flower that is. 
Hanging on their velvet Leads, 
Like a rope of crystal beads. 
See the heavy douds low ^ling. 
And bri|^ Heapems down cailuiff 
, The dead Nigltt from underground,. 
At whose rising, niiHts unsound. 
Damps and v^^ara, fly apses. 
Hovering o'er the wanton face 
Of these pnstui'ea, w-hero they a 
Striking dead both bud and bloom. 
Therefore from such danger lock 
Evory ona his loved flock ; 
And let your dogs lie loose witlioiit, 
3LeBtthe wolfcoine, 
From tlie mountun, and ere day 
Bear a lamb or kid away; 
Oi' tlie prafCy thievish fmc 
Break npon your simple flocks. 
To secure yontselves from U 



1 



EVEKIXO. 7 

Now good iiiglit ! may sweetest slumbers 
And soft silence fall in numbers 
On your eye-lids : so farewell ; 
Thus I end my evening knell. 

Beaumont awd FLVTCHSn. 

NIGHT. 



How beantiftil is night ! 

A dewy freshness fills the silent air. 

No misty no little cloud 

Bi«aks the serene of heaven. 

In fuU^orbed glory tlie majestic moon 

KoUs through the dailc blue depths. 

Around her steady ray 

The desert circle «prc»ds ; 

Like the round ocean, girded by the sea. 

How beautiful is night ! Sb u t h b y. 



THE SEA. 



Beautlful, sublime^ and glorious; 

Mild, majestic, foaming, free; 
Over time itself victorious. 

Image of eternity. 

Sun and moon, and stars shine o'er thea, 
See thy sur&ce ebb and flow; 

Yet attempt not tp explore thee, 
In th^ soundless: depths below. 

"Whether nioming*»8plendonxs steep th33 
With the rainbow's g^oriona graee. 

Tempests rouse^. er navies sweeps thee». 
'Tis but for a moment s space, 

Earth, — ^her valleys, and her mountains. 

Mortal man's behests obey. 
Thy unfathomable fountains 

Scoff his search, and seom his way. 

Sttdh art thou — sttipendoua Ocean I 

But,, if overwelmed by tJiee, 
Can we think, without emotion^ 

Wh«t mudtihy Creator be! 



TIIE RAINDOW. 



Tii£ evening vos glorious, and liglit tlirough tlie trees 
rinyed llie aimiihine aud ntiii-drt>}«, the birds and the 

breeze; 
TJie landwape, ontstretcUin^ in loveliness, lay 
Uu the bip of the year, in tbe beanty of May. 

I'or the Queen in the Spiing, .13 she passed down the 
Left lier rolie on the trees, nnd her breath on the gnle; 
And the smile of her promise gave joy to the boars. 
And flush in her footsteps sprang berbage and flowers. 

Tbe skies, like a banner in suaset aiirolled. 
O'er the west threw tbeir splendour of azure and gold, 
Itut one cloud at a distance rose dense, and increased,^ 
TiU its margin of black touched the zenith, and east. 

\Ve gazed on tbe scenes, while arannd ns they glowed, 
Wlion a vision of lieanty appeared 011 the cloud ; — 
'Twaa not like the Sun as nt mid-day we view. 
Nor the Hood, tliat rolls nightly through stariight a 

Like a spirit it came, in the van of a storm ! 
And the eye and the heart hailed its heaatiful form. 
For it looked not severe, like nn Angel of VTrath, 
But its garment of briglitness illumed its dark patli. 

lu tbe hnes of its grandenr sublimely it stood. 
O'er the river, the village, the field, and the wood; 
And river, field, viQage, and woodlands grew bright. 
As coQEoiuQS they gave and afibrded delight. 

"Twas the low of Omnipotence! bent in His hand, 
Wlio^e grasp at Creation the universe spanned ; 
'Twos the presence of Gud, in a symbol sublime; 
His vow fniui IbeFl^od, to the e^iit of time! 

Not dreailful, as when in the whirlwind He pleads,* 
Wlieu storms arc liis chnriol, and lightnings his steeds, 
Tlie black clouds bis banner of vengeance unfurleil, 
And thunder liis voioe to n guilt-slricken world ; — 
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In the breath of his presence, when thonsandfl exi»re^ 

And seas boil with fiiry, and rocks bum with fire, 

And the sword, and the plagne-spoty with death strew the 

plain. 
And Toltores, and wolves, are the graves of the slain : 

Not such was the Bainbow, that beautiful one ! 
Whose arch was refraction, its key-stone the Sun : 
A pa>ilion it seemed which the Deity graced. 
And Justice and Mercy met there and embraced. 

Awhile, and it sweetly bent over the gloom. 
Like Love o*er a death-couch, or Hope o*er the tomb ; 
Then left the dark scene; whence it slowly retired. 
As Love had just banished, or Hope had expired. 

I gazed not alone on that source of my song : 

To all who beheld it, these verses belong; 

Its presence to all was the path of the Lord : 

Each full heart expanded, — grew warm, and adored 1 

Like a visit— the converse of friends— or a day, 
That bow, from my sight, passed for ever away : 
Like that visit, that converse, that day — to my heart, 
That bow from remembrance can never depart. 

'Tis a pictm*e ill memory distinctly defined. 
With the strong and unperishing colours of mind ; 
A part of my being beyond my control. 
Beheld on that cloud, and transcribed on my soul. 

Gaxfbell. 



THE COMET. 



Mysterious Sti'anger! whence art thou ? and wherefore 
on thy way ? 

Is thy bright path beset with suns which yield eternal day ; 

Com'st thou £ram 'neath the great white throne, a messen- 
ger of ill. 

To pour o'er earth the vial 'drops that bum, and blight, 
and kill I 



Alt lliou tliat fiUlen miglity One, wlio filled an ange 



And aigli fur the biiglit and beaiilifnl which there in glad- _ 
iie^s meet! ^H 

Or aii tliou only tlie red-car, the fiery-irheelifd tlmjuo ^U 
Of some atuhangol, on his way to legiona yet nnkaovm^^B 
Or tlie. chELriot of the Cherubim, from the mercj-sejt Mff 

high, 
By Ilinj on graoioia errand sent, whose glory fills the sty ! 
But art thou, as I ween thou art, a world botli bright and 



O, cnn'at tboa tell wliai. ia yot 



a blazing beauty 
ne, yon stiu>lieBi).tiiglud 



Cin^ling the vast niibounded space with mild enduriu^ my ( 
Is its broad circuit a bi'iglit path to the arcbangels givun. 
Or the diamond walls and minarets of their paCices in 

Heaven ! 
Dost thou not panse thee in thy course, nor cheek thy wild 

As those most pare and pearly gates and crystal t>wers 

draw near? 
Da not the perfumed breezes front that land of light and 

'Waft the songs of llic redbemed, all other sougs above ? 
Il.ist thou never in thy waadcringa through ths tracklai 

fields of light, 
Met the countlesa armed Lost of Ileaven armyDd n 

power and mig^t i 
Nor tho ronsomwl crawdsof sLnners in their vaynge to tl 

shore 
HTkere the wicked cease irom troubling, and the ncary t« 
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Yes, 'tis to thee tiie aeore way and silvery path is given. 
The vast nnmeasured star-paved floor of cherubim-trod 

Heaven ; 
Thou art pavilioned £ar beyond the journeys of the matf 
For when hi» daily race is o'er, thy joucneyiiig's scarce 

begun. 

Far in the bine ethereal plain, no bound nor landmark 

there, 
Around thee are the azure wilds, the pure nnbreathed air ; 
But the golden chain that binds thee with an eveiMsiroling 

band 
Is held by Him who changes not, by an Almig^y hand. 

And e'en beyond the limits of thy &rH3tretching chain. 
The frontiers of his kingdom lie, Jehovah's wide domain ; 
And there in that most holy place, where angel £bot ne'er 

trod. 
The brightnesaof his pcesence dwells, our own, our flttheEBT 

God! 

Be thou an ensign of his wrativ the herald of liis will. 
Upon earth's guilty nations now his judginenis to fiilfil, 
Or in mercy sent to awake us from Kfe*» d^usive dreant 
By Him, who, mighty to ereate, is mightier to sedeem. 

Yet thou, with all on this i^ earth, or in the sparkling sea. 
With the lamps of living gold that light heayen's azure 

canopy. 
And the pictured scenes, which in silver float, or ia floods 

of glory roll. 
With the crimson curtained ediies, shall then be aaa bmm- 

ing scnail^ 

When on his cloudy throne shall come, the last great Hus- 
bandman, 

And o'er creation's utmost bounds shall wave his stormy 
fkn; 

Sweeping the guilty sons of men with their pomp- and pride 
away. 

But gathering his redeemed to, dwell with him ios endless 
day. 

BifcawnLKS*. 



^ THE AURORA DOREALIS. 

I iiAVE Blood at niora on tlie moiuitaiii'!i aide, 

When 'twas briglit ns nioru may be, 
And Jiave loved to belioW the bhu in his prida 

Of orient majesty. 
I have wntrhed him at noon, id unclouded blaze. 

When, one livinj; orh of light, 
Witli imsliAded heat, and Roiy <^ys, 

l£e btirst on the dazzled sight. 
I liavc seen liim unk 'neotli the western ali;. 

And ride an the d&rk-bliie ware, 
When, n-itli mild effulgence, he olianued the eye. 

And glad feelings of rapture gave. 
Aud I love in the itiUnesa of evening to rare. 

And gaze on the starry sky. 
Where bright bands in niyBterioiia music move, 

And 1 feel their melody. 
Jlut, in glory surpaflsing, a sight ytaa there, 

When the brilliant meteor's liglit 
lUumineil the r^ons of upper air, 

'Jlid the silent hour of night. 
When, ia liquid oourse, those flaslics of Same 

O'er the dazzled sky were di-ivon. 
Outshining the stars, ua tliey onward came. 

And crimsoned tlie face of heaven. 
When, in many a shape and many a form, 

Tliose spires of flame shot fast 
As (lie spirit that rides on the whirlwind's stonn, 

Aud the steeds of the rushing bloat. 
I'aiiit type of those all-di'uaded glaring fires 

That sluill l-age in future days, 
Wiicn the louil-sounding trnm|i, from earth's fiui .'I'ol pjfl 

The mouldering dead shall riso. 
And oh! on tlat dawn of eternity. 

May we seek that radiant shore, 
VWherc the tear shall be wipud from every eya, 
B Aud sorrow be lieard ao more. R. C P. 
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SONG OF THE STARS. 



*WuEK the radiant mom of creation broke. 

And the world in the smile of God awoke, 

And the empty realms of darkness and death 

Were moved through their depths by his mi«;hty breath. 

And orbs of beauty, and spheres of flame. 

From the void abyss by myriads came, 

In the joy of youth, as they darted away, 

Tlirotigh the widening wastes of space to play, 

Their silver voices in chorus rung; 

And this was the song the bright ones sung:— 

^ Away, away ! through the wide, wide sky,— 
The fair blue fields that before us lie, — 
Each sun, with the worlds that round us roll. 
Each planet, poised on her turning pole. 
With her isles of green, and her clouds of white. 
And her waters that lie like fluid light 

** For the Source of glory uncovers his £u$e. 
And the brightness o'curflows unbounded space ; 
And we drink, as we go, the luminous tides 
In our ruddy air and our blooming sides. , 
JLo, yonder the living splendours play; 
Away, on our joyous path away ! 

*' Look, look, through our glittering ranks a&r, 
In the infinite azure, star after star. 
How they brighten and bloom as they swiftly pass 
How tlie verdure runs o*er each rolling mass ! 
And the -path of the gentle winds is seen. 
Where the small waves dance, and the young woods lean. 

^ And see, where the bpghter day-beams pour. 
How the rainbows hang in the sunny shower; 
And the mom and the eve, with their pomp of hiles, 
JSbift o*er the bright planets, and shed their dews ; 
And, *twixt them both, o'er the teeming ground. 
With her shadowy conet, the night goes Tovmd I 



L lu the Bol't ail', ivrappiiig tliese spheres of ours, 
I In the seas and fouutnins that shine with moin, 
I See, love U brooding, and life is bom, 
r And breathing myriads are breaking from night, 
I To rejoice, like ns, in motion and liglit. 

" Glide on in yoiu' bfnntj, ye youthful spbercs. 

To wave the dajico that measures the years. 
y Glide on, in the glory and gladness sent 

To the furthest wait of the fiiinamentj — 
I The boundless 'viiible smile of Him, 
[ To the \ftle of whose brow our lonijis are dim." 

THE SETTING SUN. 

That setting snn! that setting Sim ! 
"What sceuoB, aiuce first its race begun. 
Of varied hue its eye ImUi teen, 
"Which are as tUoj had never b«en. 
That setting san ! full many a gaze 
Hath dwelt npon its failing rays, 
"With sweet according thoughts sublime. 
In every age and eveiy olime. , 
'Tis sweet to mark thee sinking slow. 
The ocean's fabled caves helow, 
And when th' obscuring night is done. 
To see ihee rise, sweet setting sua. 
Bo when my pulse shall oeoae to ptey. 
Serenely close my evening ray. 
To rise again, death's slumber done. 
Glorious like thee, Gweel setting sun. 

THE niSIKG MOON. 

The moon is up 1 How calm and slow 
She wheels ahovc tlie hill 1 

The weary winds forget to blow. 
Anil all the woT\d Uea ctiU. 
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The waj'iwom traiyelleiB with delight 

The nsiog brightnesB see, 
Reyealing all the paths and plains. 

And gliding every tree. 

It glistens where the hurrying stream 

Its little ripple leaves ; 
It falls upon the forest sliade. 

And sparkles on the leaves. 

Lo, once on Judali's evening hiOs, 

The heavenly lustre spread ; 
The Gospel sounded from the blaze, 

And shepherds gazed with dread. 

And still -that liglit upon the world 

Its guiding splendour throws ; 
Bright in the opening hours of U£9, 

But brighter at the close. 

The waning moon, in time, shall fail 

To walk the midnight skies ; 
But God hath warmed this bright l^ht 

With fire that never dies.— — Peabodt. 



TO XflE EVENING BBEEZE. 



SpiniT that breathest through my lattice! thou. 
That cool'st the twilight of the sultry day ! 

Gi-atefuUy flows thy freshness round my brow^ 
Tbbu hast been out upon the deep at play. 

Riding all daiy the wild blue waves till now,-— 

Roughening their crests, and scattering high their spray, 

And -swelling the wtdte saiL 1 welcome theis 

To theseorched land, thon wanderer of the«ea ! 



Nor I alone : — a thousand bosoms round 
Inhale thee in the fulness of delight ; 

And languid forms rise up, and pulses bound 
Livelier, at coming of the wind of night ; 

And, .langnishing to hear thy grateful sound, 
Liest^ vast inland, stretched beyond the sight. 

Go foirih Into the gathering shade; go forth, 

God's blessing'breathed upon the ^ABling evHlLl 
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Go rock the little wood-lnrd in his nest ; 

Curl the still waten, bright with stars, and n 
The wide old wood fiDin his majestic rest,— 

Summoning from the innumerable boiighs 
The strange, deep haiiuauies, tlmt haunt liis broast; 

Pleasant aliall be thy way where meeklj hnwa 
The shutting flower, nnd darkling waters pass, 
And 'twixt the o'erehadowing branches and the gross.] 
The faint old man shiUl Icon his silver bead 

To feel thee; thou sbalt kiss tlie child nxteep. 
And drj the moistened curls Ibnt ovei'Hpread 

His temples, wliile his breatldng groivs more deep; 1 
And they who stand about the sick man's bed, 

Sball joy to listen to tby distant sweep, 
And softly part his curtAins to allow 
Thy visit, grateful to his burning brow. 
Go ! bnt the circle of eternal change, 

That is tbe life of nature, shall restore, 
With sounds and sceuls from all thy mighty range. 

Thee to tby birth-place of the deep once more ; 
Bweet odours in the sea-air, sweet and strange, 

Shalt tell tbe home-sick mariner of the shore; 
And, listening to thy mui-mur, he shall deem 
He beaiB the rustling leaves and running stream. 



THE OCEAN. 

Ob I tell me no more of the forest and lield. 

Old Ocean has breathed a new spirit in me: ^ 

Per the landscape, with all its eiiulinntineat, miut yieb 

To tbe nobler expanse of the dark-heaving sea ! 
Yet think not my feelings are dead to the scene 

Of a country aU smiling in aammer array, 
"When the meadows are cUd iii their brightest of groor 

And distance envelopes the mountains in gray. 
Not mine the cold pnlse, or the heart's leaden chill. 

Unmoved to conleuiplate tlie mountain or plain. 
When tbe lake and the meadow, the cot and the hill, . 
Eiismelled in beanty before me have lain ; i 
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Ye hills and ye shades of sweet Devon declare, 
Where so oft I have strayed with increasing delight, 

And have thought that no scenery on earth might compare, 
With the rich varied views that have greeted my sight. 

Yet not upon Nature's mild features alone, 
Has my young vivid fancy delighted to dwell. 

But such scenes as, in craggy magnificence strown, 
Salvator's rude pencil depicted so well. 

I have seen the rude torrent rush madly along, 
Till plashing and thundering it rolled from the steep; 

But what torrent so fierce, and what i*ushing so strong. 
As the billow and roar of the marvellous Deep I 

Tiiougli merry it is in the thick spicy grove, 
When the soft gale is breathing its sighs in the tree, 

Though the voice of the zephyr is music and love, 
Yet the gush of the waves hatli more music for me. 

How oft where the proud cliff frowns over the deep, 
On some dark rugged brow which no footstep luis 
known. 

Have I been in thought, while the world was asleep, — 
For I love to hold commune witli Ocean alone. 

Then, beautiful Moon ! throned Empress of night, 
I have gazed on thy visage so meek and so fair, 

Wliiie the little waves danced in the pale liquid light, 
That lingered so softly and meltingly there. 

In that pale liquid beam, as it brightened the seas, 
I have marked a small vessel skim rapidly o'er, 

While the sail that it bore lightly flapped to the breeze, 
In a moment it passed, — and 'twas dark as before. 

'Tis an emblem of Man ! For, so brief and so vain, 

His little life sparkles awhile in the ray ; 
But turn to the spot where it sparkled, again. 

Like a dream of the mom it has melted away. 

'Tis an emblem of Man! For that bark re-appears, 
When the morning-star beckons the darkness away, 

So the Christian, released from his prison of years. 
Hails the Star of th' Eternal, and lives in HXa t^^ . 

c 



1« THE OCEiS. ^ 

Thy way, mighty Ocean, no cliangiiig dotli know, j 

Tliy footsteps are tittckless, thy biUows are free, 1 
The vikte uuiy be raised, and tlic mouulAia made Idw^ 1 

But ^ho shall pvescribe any urder to tliee C I 

Ah : wlio, Buve Ills voice, whose ioscrutoble will, J 

Has the power to destroy, but the mercy to save I J 
Who said to the wiud, and the tempest, "Be still," J 

And calmed the blind wi-ath of the pciilons wave. 4 
Thea let our warm tribute of praise and of prayer. 

From nature's bent works us lui iucense ascend. 
To the throne of that Being who makes us his nu'e, 

"Whose power has no limit, whose mercy no end. — 



THE ICEBERG. 

'Tw*fl night,— our anchored veaael slept 

Out on the glassy sea; 
And still as heaveu the waters kept. 

And golden bright, as he, 
The setting sun, went sinking slow 

Beneath the eternal wave ; 
And the ocean seemed a. pall to throw 

Over tike mmiarch'a grave. 

Tliere was no motion of the air 

To raiae the sleeper's tress. 
And no wave-building winds were there. 

On ocean's loveliness ; 
Bnt ocean mingled with the sky 

"With such on equal hue. 
That vainly strove the 'wiidered eye 

To part their gold and blue. 
And ne'er a ripple of tiie sea 

Came on our steady gaze. 
Save when some timorous fish stole out 

To bathe in the woven blaze, — 
"When floating in the light that played 

All over the resting uwiu. 
He would sink beneath the wave, aod duit 

To kin deep, blue home again. 
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Yet, while we gazed, that swany eve, 

AcroflB the twinkfiog deep, 
A form came ploughing: the golden wave. 

And raiding its holy sleep ; 
It hlnahed bright-red, while growkig on 

Omr ftnec^ half-ftarfel gaze; 
B«t it wandered dews, with its glow of light. 

And its rohe of nmay rays. 

It seemed like molten, silver,, throwm 

Toge^dier in floating flame; 
Andaa weLwked, we n^med ii^ theB, 

The fount, whence all coknua came : 
Xhore were rainbowa fiuded with a careless grace. 

And the brightest red that glows; 
The purple amethyst there had pliioO). 

And tibe huea of a f ull-Uown rose.. 

And the vivid green, as the 8itii<-Rt gna» 

Where the pleasant rain hath been ; 
And the ideal hues, that, thonght-lik^ pass 

Through the minds of fanctM men ; 
They beamed fiill clear, — and that form moved on, 

like one from a burning grave; 
And we dared not to think it a real tlung, 

But for the rustling wave. 

The sun just lingered in our view^ 

From tiiA buruiiag edge of ocean, 
Whea 1^ <Mir bai*k tiiat bright one passed 

With a de^ disturbing motion : 
The £Eur-down waters ^rank away. 

With fli gurgling rush upheaving, 
And tiie li£bed wavea grew pale and sad. 

Their aiotheir'a bosom leaving. 

Yet, as it passed our bending stent. 

In its throtte-Hke glory going. 
It crushed on a hidden rock, and turned 

lSk» an empire's overthrowing. 
The uptom waves rolled hoar, — and, huge. 

The far-thrown undulations 
Swelled out in the sun's last, lingering smile. 

And fell like battling nations. Bocilw^i.i.% 
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Deep in the wave is a coral grove, 
"Where the purple mullet and gold-fish rove, 
Where tlie sea-flower spreads its leaves of blue. 
That never are wet with falling dew. 
But in bright and changeful beauty shine. 
Far down in the green and glassy brine. 
The floor is of sand, like the mountain-drift, 

And the pearl shells spangle the flinty snow ; 
From the coral rocks the sea-plants lift 

Their boughs, where the tides anc^ billows flow. 

Tlie water is calm and still below. 
For the winds and the waves are absent there, 

And the sands are bright as the stars that glow 
In the motionless fields of upper air. 
Tliere, with its waving blade of green, 

The sea<flag streams through the silent water, 
And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen 

To blush like a banner 1>athed in slaughter : 
There, with a light and easy motion. 

The fan-coral sweeps through the clear, deep sea ; 
And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean 

Are bending like com on the upland lea : 
And life, in rare and beautiful forms, 

Is sporting amid those bowers of stone. 
And is safe, wlien the watchiiil spirit of storms 

Has made the top of the waves his own. 
And when the ship from his fury flies, 

"Wliere the myriad voices of ocean roar. 
When the wind-god frowns in the murky skies. 

And demons are watting the wreck on shore; 
Then fai* below, in the peaceful sea. 

The purple mullet and gold-fish rove, 
\Aniere the waters munnur tranquilly. 

Through the bending twigs of the coral grove. 

PEnClVAL, 
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THE FROST. 



The Frost looked out one still, clear night. 
And whispered, " Now I shall be out of sight: 
So through the valley, and over the height. 

In silence Til take my way ; 
T will not go on like that blustering train. 
The wind and the snow, the hail and the rain. 
Who make so much bustle and noise in vain ; 

But 1*11 be as busy as they.'* 

Then he flew to the mountain and powdered its crest ; 
He lit on the trees, and their boughs he drest 
In diamond beads ; and over the breast 

Of the quivering lake, he spread 
A coat of mail, that it need not fear 
The downward point of many a spear. 
That he hung on its margin, far and near. 

Where a rock could rear its head. 

He went to the windows of those who slept. 
And over each pane, like a fairy, he crept; 
Wherever he breathed, wherever he stepped. 

By the light of the moon were seen 
Most beautiful things, — there were flowers and trees ; 
There were bevies of birds and swarms of bees ; 
There were cities with temples and towers ; 

And these all pictured in silver sheen ! 

But he did one thing that was liai*dly fair,— 
He peeped in the cupboard, and finding there 
That all had forgotten for him to prepare, 

** Now, just to set them a- thinking, 
m bite tins basket of fiiiit," said he, 
*^ This bloated pitcher I'll burst in three ; 
And the glass of water they've left for me, 

Shall (chick tc tell them I'm diiuking." 

Sfiss GOULP, 






THE WIND IN A FROLIC. 

TiiG Wind nne morning spruig up from sleep, 

Snylng, " Now for a frolic I now for b leap i 

Now for a road-cap, galloping clmae! 

I'll moke a commotion in every place." 

So it swept with a bustle liglit titrough a great town, 

Itreaking the ^gns, and BCattering down 

Shutters ; (wd wliisking, with mercileea squ^ls, 

Old women's bonnets and gingerbread stalls ; 

There never was beard a much hibtier shout. 

As the apples and oranges trandled ahodl; 

And theurobins tliat stood with their thievirfi eyes. 

For ever ou watch, ran off, eaoli with a prize. 

Then away to the field it went blustering and hnmnuog, 

And the cattle all wondered whatever was coming; 

But, offended with such an nnusual salute. 

They all lamed thar hsclcs, and stood sulby and tnnte. 

So on il went capering and playing its pranks, 

Wliistling with reeds on the broad ri\-er'8 bankSj 

Puffing tiie birds as tEiey sat on the spray. 

Or the traveller grave on the king's higliway. 

It was not too nice to bustle the bags 

Of the beggar, and flutter Iiis dirty rags; 

'Twos HO bold tliat it feared not to play its joke 

With the doctor's m'g, or the gentleman's cloak. 

Tlirongh the forest it roared, and cried gaily, " Now 

Von sturdy old oaks, I'll make yon bow !" 

And it made them bow nithont niore ado, 

And cracked their grcnt branches right througli and 

throTigli. 
Ilicn it mslicd like a monster on cottage and form, 
tstriklng their dwellers with sudden alarm; 
And tliey ran out Lke bees in a MidEummer aworm. 
There were dwnea with their'lterchiefe tied over theircajB. 
To see if their poultry were free from inisliaps ; 
TIic turkeys they gobbled, the geese screamed aloud. 
And the bens crept to roost in a terrified crowd; 
Tlicre was rearing of ladders and logs laying on, 
"'Jiere the thalch from the root ibrculoiieiiwxmiWlic goois 
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But tiK Wind liad preased ob, and ImmI met, in a lane, 
With a school-bey, wko panted and etragglad m Tain; 
For it toaaad him, and twirled kim, tkes pamad, and he 

stood 
With his feot in ilie pool, and kia idm im Ike mod. 



THE SNOW-FLAKR 

<< Now, if I fill, win it be my lot 

To be cast in some low and lonely fipot, 

To xneltand to sink unseen or fm^t ! 

And Uien will my eonrae be ended f 
'Twas tkoB a fieatliery Snow-flake said. 
As down throogh the measarelesa qpaoe it strayed. 
Or, as half by dalliance, half afiaid. 

It seemed in mid-air suspended. 

"^ Oh,.no,'' said the Earth, " tkou shalt not lie. 
Neglected and lone, on my lap to die;, 
Thou pure and deScate child of the sky. 

For thou wilt be safe in my keeping; 
But, then, I must give thee a loveBer fonn; 
Thou'lt not be a port of the wintry storm. 
But revive when the sunbeams are yellow and warm. 

And the flowers from my bosom are peeping. 

*'And then thou shalt have thy choice to be 
Restored in the lily that decks the lea» 
In the jessamine bloom, the anemone. 

Or aught of thy spotless whiteness; 
To melt, and be cast, in a glittering bead. 
With the pearls tiiat the night^catters over the mead 
In the cup where the bee and the fire-fly feed. 

Regaining thy daz2£ng brightness; — 

^' To wake, and be raised from thy transient sleep. 
When Viola's mild blue eye shall weep. 
In a tremulous tear, or a ^aoucaid leap 

In a drop from the miloeked lonntain; 
Or, leaving the valley, the meadow, and heath. 
The streamlet, the flowers, asd all beneath. 
To go and be wove in the ralvery wreath 

Encircling the brow of the monaikaucL. , 
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" Or, woiildst thou relum to a home in tlie skies. 
To filiioe in the iris I'll let thee anse. 
And appear in the many and glariouB dyes 

A pencil of Hunbcams ia bleoding. 
Gut, true, fair tiling, as my name is Eartli, 
I'll give thee a new mid verusJ birth, 
When thoH dialt recover thy primal worth, 

And never rej^et deacendiDg T 
" Tlieu I will drop," said the trueting flake; 
" But beiir it in mind that the choice I make 
Is not iu the flowers nor the dev to awnke, 

Nor the miat tliat shall pass with the morning; 
For, tilings of thyself, they expire with thee ; 
But thosf! ttiat are lent from on high, like me. 
They rise, and willlive, from thy dust set free, 

To the TcgionB above retnming. 
"And if trne to thy word, and just thou art. 
Like the spirit that dwells in the holiest heart. 
Unsullied bj thee, thon wilt let me depoi't. 

And return to my native heaven ; 
Fur I would be placed in the beautiful bow, 
From time to time, in thy sight to glow, 
So thou may'st remember the Flake uf Suow 

By the promise that God linth given," — Goui-i 



A VOYAGE ROUND THE WOnl.D. 

Khbleh of eternity, 

Unheginning, cndlesa sea ! 

Let me launcii luy soul on thee. 
Siul, nor keel, nor hehn, nor our 
Need I, ask I, lo explore 
Tliiue expanse from shore to slioTC 

Pjvger fancy, nnconfined, 

In a voyage of the mind. 

Sweeps along thee tike tlio wind. 
Where the billows cease to roll. 
Hound the silence of the pole, 
TJience set out, inj ^onlurons soul ! 
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See, by Greenland, cold and wild, 
Rocks of ice eternal piled ; 
Yet the mother loves her child. 

Next on lonely Labrador, 

Let me hear the snow-falls roar, 

Deyastating all before. 

But a brighter vision bracks 

O'er Canadian woods and lakes ; 

— These my spirit soon forsakes. 
Land of exiled Liberty, 
Where our fathere once were free,. 
Brave New England, hail to thee ! 

Pennsylvania, while thy flood 

Waters fields unbought with blood, 

Stand for peace as thou hast stood. 
The West Indies I behold, 
Like the Hesperides of old, 
—Trees of life, with fruits of gold ! 

South America expands 

Mountain-forests, river-lands. 

And a nobler' race demands ; 
And a nobler race arise. 
Stretch their limbs, unclose their eyes. 
Claim the earth, and seek the skies. 

Gliding through Magellan's straits. 

Where two oceans ope their gates. 

What a spect£u;le awaits ! 
The immense Pacific smiles 
Round ten thousand little isles, 
Haunts of violence and wiles. 

But the powers of darkness yield, 
For the Cross is in the field, 
And the Light of life revealed : 

Rays from rock to rock it darts. 

Conquers adamantine hearts. 

And immortal bliss imparts. 

North and west, receding far 
3FVom the evening's downward star. 
Now I mount Aurora's car, — 



Pale Siberia's deserts shun. 

From K&mCacliatka'a headlands run, 

Sautli and east tu meet the sun. 
JoalonB Cluna, strange Japan, 
With bewildered thought I scan : 
They are but dead seaa of mun. 

Lo ! the eifttem Cjclades, 

PiT(eni::(-DeBts, and hnlcjon seas ; 

But I tavry not with tbiae. 
Pass we now New Holland's sheals, 
Where do ample river roils; 
World of undiscovered souls 1 

Bring them forth ; — 'tis Heaven's decree; 

JIan, assort tby dignity ; 

Let not brutes look down on thee. 
Eitlior India next is seen. 
With the Ganges stretched between j 
Ah ! what liorrora here have been ! 

War, diaguiasd as commerce, came ; 

Britain, carrymg swrird and flame. 

Won an empire,— lost her nam*. 
By the Gulf of Persia, sail. 
Where the truelove uig-htingale 
Woos the rose in every vale. 

Though Arabia eharge the breeze 

With the incense of her trees. 

Oil I prf ss o'er southern seaa. 
Cupo of Storms, thy sceptre's fled. 
And the angel Uope, instead. 
Lights from heaveu upon thy head. 

St. Helena's dungeon-keep 

Scowls deliance o'er the deep ; 

There Napoleon's relies sleep. 
Klnnimon's plague-Bhi}is tlirong the waves; 
Uh ! 'tweru mercy to the slaves. 
Were the maws of shnrlts tli«ir graves. 

Hercules, thy pillars stand 

Sentinels of sea and land; 

Clood-capt Atlas towerB at lumd. 



I^Iark the dens «f oaMff lf«ore ; 

Ha! thepirttteeBeiBe'theiT'oan; 

dy the desecrated iheTCS. 

Egypt's hieroglyphic realm. 

Other floods than Nile's o'erwiiehns 

SHkves, turned despots, hold the helm. 

Jndah\B icoties ave fiBtftorni 



Zaan tx«Bif>l0d •Aamm witk sooam. 
Qaneece, thine ancient lamp is spent ; 
Thou art thine own monument ; 
* But the sepulchre is rent. 

And a wind is on the wing 
At wkeee hreath newiieroes is^iing, 
Boges teach, and poets dng. 
. Italy, thy beauties shroud 

In a ^pi|feous eveiung olowd; 

Tl^ TefSgent head is bowed. 

Yet where Roman genius reigns, ' 
Roman blood must warm the veins ; 

Iiook well, tyrants, to your chains. 

Feudal realm of old romance, 
Spain, thy lofty front advance, . 
Gessofp thy shield, and couch thy lance. 

At the €re-fiafl^ -of thine eye, 

Giant bigotry shall fly ; 

At thy voice, oppressicm die. 

Lusitania, from the dust 

Shake thy locks ; thy cause is just ; 

Strike for freedom, stiike, and trust. 

France, Hiurry from thy shore; 

Thou art not the France of yore; 

Thou art new-bom France no- more. 
Sweep by Holland like the blast; 
One quick glance at Denmark cast, 
Sweden, Russia ; — ^all is past. 

Elbe ncr Weser tempt my stay ; 

Germany beware the day 

Wi^en thy schoolmen be»r tVic vvrvf • 
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Now to thee, to thee I fly. 
Fairest isle beneath the sky, ' 
To mine heart, as in mine eye! 

I have seen them, one by one. 

Every shore beneath the sun. 

And my voyage now is done. 
While I bid them all be blest, 
Britain, thou'rt my home, my rest; 
My own land I love thee best ! 

' MOKTGOMERV. 



SUMMER. 



Oh ! where is the voice of the Summer hoard ? 

In the flow of the stream, in the song of the bird|; 

In the hum of the honey-laden bee ; 

In the sound of the reaper^s soug^of glee; 

In the sweet, sad note of the nightingale's song : 

Such music doth only to Summer belong. 

Oh ! where is the smile of the Summer seen ? 
In the golden cups that spring o'er the green ; 
In the light that maketh the bright blue sky 
Shine like a golden canopy ! 
But Sunmier its sweetest smile bestows. 
On the crimson leaves of the blushing rose ! 

Surely, if heaven has given to earth 

One thought, in which we may guess its mirth, 

'Tis the radiant smile of the Summer glow. 

As it wakes into life all things below ; 

But we are as captive birds, that sigh 

To wing our flight to a brighter sky. C. Xi. B. 



AUTUMN EVENINGS. 

If we could live as we have lived ; 

If time had left no stain ; 
If we could dream the holy dreams, 

0/childiiood*8 days again; 



AUTUMN EVENINGS. 

If once agaiu we rushed to ciiU 

The wild flowers joyously : 
How sweet, and blight, and bea\}tiful, 

These autumn-eves would be 

Oh ! blessed, blessed be the houi-s, 

Althoiigh they linger not. 
When pure and sinless hearts were ours. 

By mount, and stream, and grot : 
When reckless in the moonshine cool 

We bounded joyously ; 
How sweet, and bright, and beautiful, 

Those evenings used to be ! 



TO THE SMALL CELANDINE*. 



Pansies, Lilies, Kingcups, Daisies, 
Let them live upon their praises ; 
Long as there's a sun that sets, 

Primroses will liave their glory ; 
Long as there are violets, 

TTiey will have a place in story: 
There*s a flower that shall be mine, 
'Tis the little Celandine. 

Eyes of some men travel far 
For the flnding of a star ; 
Up and down the heavens they go, 
. Men that keep a mighty rout ! 
I'm as great as they, 1 trow, 

Since the day I found thee out. 
Little flower ! — 1*11 make a stii. 
Like a great astronomer. 

Modest, yet withal an elf 

Bold and lavish of thyself; 

Since we needs miist first have met 

I have seen thee, high and low, 
Thirty years or more, and yet 

'Twas a face I did not know ; 
Thou hast now, go where I may. 
Fifty greetings in a day, 

* Common Pilewort, 



Ere a leaf is on a Tiusli, 

In the time before tlie tlirusli 

Haa a thoug'it about her nest, 

Tliou wilt come with biit a nOl, ' 
Bpreading out thy glossy lireasC 

Iiike a careless prodigal ; 
TelHog tnlea about tlio Bun, 
'When we've little warmth, or none. 
FoetB, vaiu men ia their mood I 
Travel with the multitude : 
Never heed them ; I aver 

That they all m-e wanton, trooers ; 
Bat the thrifty cottager, 

"Who Btira little out of doors, 
Joye to spy tliee iieur lier home ; 
Spring ia couiing, — thou art come I 
Comfort have tliou of thy merit. 
Kindly nusfisoming ^rit t 
Cureless of lliy neighbourhood, 

Thou dost show thy ptensant fuce 
On the mooi', and in tho wood. 

In the lane, — there's not a place, 
Howseever meaJi it be. 
But 'tis good enough for thee. 
Ill befall the yellow flowera, 
Children of the flaring honra ! 
Buttercups, that will be seen, 

"Wliether we will see or no : 
Others, too, of lofty mien; 

They have done as woridlings do, — 
Taken praise tliat should be tliine, 
Little, humble celandine ! 
Prophet of delight and mirth. 
Scorned and slighted npon earttl; 
Herald of amighty band. 

Of a joyous train ensuing. 
Singing at my heart's command. 

In the lanes my thoughts pnrsuiug, 
I will ^Dg, a« doth belwive. 
Hymns in praise of what I lo\'e '. 

WOBDSV 
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HUMAN HAPPINESS. 

Ons morning in the month of May 

I wandered o*er the hill ; 
Tliottgh nature all around waft gayj. 

My heart was heavy atilL 

Tell me, I cried, ye woods, ye ]ilaniiB^ ' 

Ye hUssful hirds aronnd. 
Oil, where^ in Nature^sr wide deraaiBS, 

Can peace for man be found f 

The hirds wide carolled over head ; 

The hreeze around me blew; 
And Nature*s awful ohoms said,. 

No bliss for man she knew. 

I asked of You^, ''Coiild Yonth sajpply 

The joys I sought to find T' 
Youth paused^ ai^ pointed, with a ngb^ 

Where Age stole oa behind. 

I turned to Fri^ndthip. — FHendsh^ motnned. 

And thus, his answer gave >— 
^ The friends whom fbrtune had not tamed. 

Were vanished in the grave." 

I asked if Vice would joy bestow : — 

Vice boasted loud and well ; 
But fading from her pallid brow^ 

The venomed roses fell. 

I questioned FeeUng^ if her skiU 
Could heal the wounded breast ? 

And ftmid her sinrrows streaming still. 
For others* grief distsessed^ 

Iqoestionecl Virh»e: — Virtue sighed, — 

No boon could she diqs^ise ; 
*^ Nor Yirtoe, was her name,*' she erie^ 

** But humble Pemt^Me I" 

I questioned DeaA: — the grisly shade 

Relaxed his brow severe, — 
And **I am Happiness,** he said, 

« If Virtue guidea thee h^e l** — R. H. 



32 
REMEMBRANCE. 



The remembrance of youth is a sigh.— > Alt. 



Mak hath a weary pilgrimage 

As through the world he wends ; 
On every stage from youth to age 

Still discontent attends ; 
With heaviness he casts his eye 

Upon the road before, 
And still remembers with a sigh 

The days that are no more. 

» 

To school the little exile goes, 

Tom from his mother's arms, — 
What then shall soothe his earliest woes, 

Wlien novelty hath lost its charms ? 
Oondenmed to suffer through the day 
Restraints which no rewards repay. 

And cares where love had no concern, 
Hope lengthens as she counts the hours. 

Before his wished return. 

From hard control and tyrant ndes, 
The unfeeling discipline of schools. 

In thought he loves to roam ; 
And tears will struggle in his eye 
While he remembers with a sigh 

The comforts of his home. 

Youth comes ; the toils and cares of life 

Torment the restless mind ; 
Where shall the tired and harassed heart 

Its consolation find ! 
Tlien is not youth, as fancy tells. 

Life's summer-prime of joy I 
Ah, no ! for hopes too long delayed. 
And feelings blasted or betrayed, 

The fabled bliss destroy ; 
And youth remembers with a s:gh 
The careless days of infancy. 
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Maturer manhood now arrives, 

And other thoughts come on ; 
But with the baseless hopes of youth 

Its generous warmth is gone ; 
Cold ^culating cares succeed, 
The timid thought, the wary deed. 

The dull realities of truth ; 
Back on the past he turns his eye. 
Remembering with an envious si^ 

The happy dreams of youth. 

80 reaches he the latter stage 
Of this our mortal pilgrimage, 

With feeble step and slow ; 
New ills that hitter stage await, 
And old experience learns too late 

That all is vanity below. 
Life's vain delusions are gone by. 

Its idle hopes are o'er, 
Tet age remembers with a sigh 
, The days that are no more.— Sou the v. 



SILENCE. 



Where dwelleth Silence ? — ^In the cloistered cell? — 
The moonlit-grove, when e'en the song is o'er 

Of night's sweet choristers, and the faint swell 
Of evening's latest breeze is heard no more ! 
Where dwelleth Silence I — On the desert shore. 

Where from Creation's birth, no human voice 

Hath yet been heard to sorrow or rejoice. 
Nor human foot hath dai*ed its wilds explore ? — 
Are these thy homes, oh ! Silence? — No; — e'en there 

A void comes awful as the solitude, 

That humbles nature in her sternest mood. 
And queUs the fiercest savage in his lair : 

In peopled cities, as in waste untrod. 

Its tones are mighty,-r-'ti8 the voice of God ! 



ODE ON DiaAPPOINTMENT. 



I Coke, Disatipointineiit, coinel 

Notintlif [en-ors clad ; 
Come in tliy meekest, saddest goiset 
Tby cluiatening; rod but lerriGes 
TIio restless aiid tlie bail- 
But I recline 
Beneath tlivslirine. 
And round my brow resigned thy peaceful cypress twine. 

SI ThongU Fancyfliea away 

Berure thy hollow tread, 
Yet Meditation, in her cell. 
Hears witli faint eye the lin^^ring knoll, 
Tliat (ells Iter Iiopca are dead ; 
And thongh the tear 
By uimnce appear, 
Yet ean die smile and say, My all vaa not lai^ hero. 

^Come, Disappointment, cone 1 
Though frtlm llope*a summit huricd. 
Still, rigid niivae, thou art for^vcn, 
Foi- tlioii severe wert sent from Heaven 
To wMui me from the world ; 
To tiim my cya 
From vanity, 
point to scenes of bliss lliat never, never die. 
What is this passing scene ? 
A feverish April day t 
Alittlesun-alittlemin, 
And then nii;bt sweeps slong the phlin. 
And all things fade away. 
Alan (soon disciissed) 
Yields up his tnist. 
And all his hopes and fvaxa lie with him in the dast. 
^^ Oh ! what is Beauty's powert 

^^T It flounsheH and dies : 

^^H Will tlie cutd eartti iis silence bmk, 

^^2 To tell liow soft, liow smooth a cheek 

^^^^ Deuealh its surface lies! 

Mute, mute is all 
O'er 
f^r praise resounds i 



1 
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The most beloved on earth 
Not long Bunrives to-day ; 
So music past is obsolete, 
And jet ^twas sweet, 'twas passing swaet^ 
Bttt now *tiB gone away. 
Thus does the shade 
In memory fade, 
When in forsaken tomb the form beloved is laid. 

Then sinee this world is vain. 

And volatile and fleet, 
Why diould I lay up eartlily joys 
Where rust corrupts and moth destroys, 
And cares and sorrows eat ! 
Why fly from ill. 
With anxious skill, 
When soon this hand will freeze, this tlirobbing heart be 
stUl? 

Corner Disappointment, come 1 

Thou art not st«ii to me ; 
Sad monitress ! I own thy sway, 
A votary sad in early day, 
I bend the knee to thee. 
From sun to sun 
My race will run, 
I only bow, and say, My God ! thy will be done ! 

KiKKE White. 



AN AUTUMN THOUGHT. 



We watcb the Summer leaves and flowers decay, 

And feel a sadness o'er the spirit thrown. 
As if the beauty fading fast away 

From Nature's scenes, would leave our hearts more 
lone. 
More desolate, when sunny hours are gone,~- 

And mi^ch of joy from outward things we find, 
Bnt more from treasures that may be our own 

Though Winters storm, the higher hopes of mind, — 
The Trust which soars from Earth — ^Earth has' no chains 
to Mud 
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KNOWLEDGE AND WISDOM. 



nnd Wisdom, farfrom being one, 
Have oft-times no coonesion. Knowledge dwells 
fn heads replete nitli thoughts of other inen,>— 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own : 
Knowledge, a nide unprofitable iniuis, 
Tlip mere nmtei-inls with which Wisdom builds. 
Till smothed, and squared, and fitted into place, 
Doea bill encumber what it seems to enricli. 
Knowledge is proud titat he has learned bo much,— 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no mor& 

Cow pes. 



SUNSET IN SEPTEMBER. 

The Hun now rests upon the mountain-tops — 
Bogins to sink behind— is half concealed — 
And now is gone; the last faint twinkling beitm 
Is cut in twain bj the sliarp rising ridge. 
Sweet to the pensive is departing day, 
When only one small cloud, so still and thin, 
So thoroughly imbued with amber light. 
And BO transparent, that it seems a spot 
Of brighter sky, beyond the farthest mount, 
Hnnga o'er the hidden orb ; or where a few 
Long, narrow Btrips of denser, darker grain. 
At each end sliarp^ned to a needle's point. 
With golden borders, BOtnelimes ntraight and Btnoi 
And sometimes crinkling like the lightning-atroam^ , 
A half-hour's space above the mountain liej- 
Or when the whole consoUdated mass, 
Tiiat only threatened i-aiii, is broken up 
Into u thousand parts, and yet is one. 
One as the ocean broken into vraves ; 
And all its spongy porta, imbibing deep 
The moist effulgence, seem like fleeces dyed ■ 
Ticcp Ecarlet, saffi-on light, or ciimson dark, 
As l/icj- oJ-e thick or tUiu, or near w more remote,' 
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All fading soon as lower sinks the sun. 
Till twilight end. But now another scone. 
To me most beautiful of all, appears : 
The sky, without the shadow of a cloud 
Throughout the west, is kindled to a glow 
Sahright and broad, it glares upon the eye, 
Not dazzling^ but dilating with calm force 
Its power of vision to admit the whole. 
Below, 'tis all of richest orange dye ; 
Midway the blusliing of the mellow peach 
Paints not, but tinges the ethereal deep ; 
And here, in the most lovely region, shines, 
With added loveliness, the evening star. 
Above, the fainter pm*ple slowly fades, 
Till changed into the azure of mid-heaven. 

Along the level ridge, o'er which the sun 
Descended, in a single row arranged^ 
As if thus planted by the hand of art. 
Majestic pines shoot up into the sky. 
And in its fluid gold seem half dissolved. 
Upon a nearer peak a cluster stands 
With shafts erect, and tops converged to one, 
A stately colonnade with verdant roof ; 
Upon a nearer still, a single tree. 
With shapely form, looks beautiful alone ; 
While, further northwai'd, though a narrow paes 
Scooped in the hither range, a single mount 
Beyond the rest, of finer smoothness seems, 
Ai»i of a softer, more ethereal blue, 
A pyramid of polished sapphire built. 

But now the twilight mingles into one 
The various mountains ; levels to a plain 
This nearer, lower landscape, dark with shade^ 
Where every object to my sight presents 
Its shaded side ; while here upon these walls. 
And in that eastern wood, upon the trunks, 
Under thick foliage, reflective shows 
Its yellow lustre. How distinct the line 
Of the horizon parting heaven and earth ! 

Wilcox. 



MY NATIVE HOME. 

A MTTLE boy I left my home, 

On tlie wide sea of bliss to roaiit ; 

I steered my bark and spread the aul< 

As fickle fortune orged tlie (jale ; 

But inemorj' (needle ever trae). 

My niilive lunne ! still points to yon i 

Nor 1 uf tediona hours complin, 

Retiirnng to your arms again. 

What raptnrra ! when I firat ahall view 

My native hilte, in distanee blue ; 

And see the whitmed sfiii-e arise, 

III village smoke amid the skies. ^ 

Distorted through tlie rising tear, 

As breaks the scene to memory dear, 

And pleasure rises into pain, 

1 hail my native home again. 

T smile or sigh as I survey 

My youthful loatea, grown sage (ind gTay. 

Aiid those I left in manlioud's priiiio 

Bunding bencatli the baud of lime. 

But when I see tli' expanded flower 

"With lienuty dwk my native bower. 

Delusive fiuicy takes the rein. 

And youth, with home, returns again. 

Then let me tread the faot-wom way. 

And ptnaive through the churchyard atmy, 

O'er friend and kindred heave the aigb, 

Tliat 'ncalh their lowly hillocks lie; 

Their Ininbte virtues then peruse. 

Recorded by the nislic muse ; 

Tlien range with tliosc wlioyet remaiX) 

Over my native hills agoiu. 



APRIL. 



WiiEW Ills warra smi, that brings 
SMil-litiie and harvent, lias relumed ogatn, 

'Tia sweet to visit the still wood, where Hprin; 
The Srst flower of this plain. 



*' ATBIS.. 



I love the season well. 

When forest glades are teeming with bright form 
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell 

The coming-in of storms. 

From the earth^s loosened mould 

The sapling draws its sustenance, and thrives ; 

Though stricken to the heai't with winter's coldt 

The drooping tree revives. 
» 
The softly-wmrbled song 

Comes tlirough the pleasant woods, and coloured wings 

Are glancmg in the golden sun, along 

The forest openings. 

And when bright sunset fills 

The silver woods with light, the green slope throws 
Its ^ladows in the hollows of tlie lulls, 

And wide the upland glows. 

And when the day is gone, 

In the blue lake, the sky, o'erreaohing far, 
Is hollowed out, and the moon dips her horn 

And twinkles many a star. 

Inverted in the tide 

Stand the gray rocks, and trembling shadows throw ; 
And the fair trees look over, side by side, 

And see themselves below. 

Sweet April ! many a thought 

Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed ; 
Nor shall tliey tail, till, to its autumn brought. 

Life's goldeu fruit is shed. Lokgfellow. 



THE SQUIRE'S PEW. 

A SLANTING ray of evening light 
Shoots through the yellow frame. 

It makes tlie feuded crimson bright. 
And yields the fringe a gem ; 

The window's gothic frame-work falls, 

In oblique shadow on the walls. 



To rob the velvet of its hue. 

Has (Kinie and passed away; 
ITow Diimy a setting sun liatli mnda 
That curious lattice-work of Bliade. 

Crumbled beneatli the hiltork green 

That cunning hand must be, 
That carved tliis fi-etted door, I ween. 

Acorn and tleur-de-lis ; - 
And now tiie worm liatli done her part 
In miuiiclciug the chisel's art. 

In days of yore, (as now we call,) 
Wlieii the first Jamds was kin^, 

■) tie courtly Kuiglit fiom yonder linll, 
}Jithcr his train did bring, 

All sealed ronad in order due. 

With broidered suit and buckled shoe. 

(In damask cushions, set in fringe. 

All reverently they knelt, 
Pi ayer-Book witli brazen \iasp and binge, 

In ancient English spell. 
Each holding in a lily hand. 
Responsive at the priest's command. 

Tlien streaming down the vaulted aisle 

The sun-beam long and lone 
Illumes the cliuroctcra awhile 

Of their inscription -a tone { 
And there, in marble hard and cold, 
The Knight nnd all his (rain behold. 

Ontstretchcd together are expressed 

He and his lady fair. 
With hands uplifted on the breast 

Id attitude of prayer : 
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8et forth in order as they died,. 

The numerous offispring bend 
Devoutly kneeling side by side ; 

As though they did intend 
For past oftences to atone. 
By saying endless prayers in stone. 

Those mellow days are past and dim. 

And generations new. 
In r^uUr descent from him 

Have filled the stately pew. 
And in the same succession go 
To occupy the vault below. 

And now the modem-polished Squire 

With his gay train appear. 
Who duly to the hall retire 

A season every year. 
And fill the seat with belle and beau, 
As *twas so many years ago. 

Perchance, all thoughtless as they tread 

The hoUowHSOunding floor 
Of that dark house of kindred dead, 

Which shall, as heretofore. 
In turn receive, to silent rest. 
Another and another guest. 

The feathered hearse and sable train, 

In all its wonted state. 
Shall wind along the village-lane, 

And stand before the gate ; 
Brought many a distant country throngh 
To join the final rendezvous. 

And when the race is swept away, 

All to their dusty beds, 
Still shall the mellow evening ray 

Shine gently o*er their heads ; 
While other faces fresh and new. 
Shall occupy the Squire's Pew. 



TO AN OLD OAK. 



Bound the?, alas ! no shadows mdve^ 
From ti&ee bo sacred murmurs breatlia 

Yet within thee, thyself a grove. 

Once did the eagle scream above^ 
And the wolf howl beneath. 

There once the steel-clad knight redimed, 

Uis sable plumage tempest^tussed ; 
And, as the death-bell smote the wind 
From towers long fled by human kind, 
His brow the hero crossed. 

Then Culture came, and days serone. 

And village-sports and gardens gay ; 
Full many a pathway crossed tlie gi'eeQ, 
And maids and shepherd-youths were seen, 
To celebrate the May. 

Father of many a forest deep. 

Whence many a navy, thunder-fraught ! 
Erst in thy aoorn-celis asleep. 
Soon destined o*er the world to sweep, 

Openiug new spheres of thought. 

Wont in the night of woods to dwell, 

The holy Druid saw tliee. rise. 
And, planting there the giiaixlian spell. 
Sung forth, the dreadful pomp to swell 

Of human sacrifice I 

Thy singed top and branches bare 

^iow straggle in the evening sky; 
And the wau moon wheeU round to glare 
On the lung corse thiit shivers there 
Of hiai wiiu c<une to die I 

BO0£RS. 
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SATURDAY AFTERNOON. 



I LOVE to look on a scene like thisi 

Of wild and careless play, 
And persuade myself that 1 am not old. 

And my locks are not yet gray ; 
For it stirs the blood in an old man's heail^ 

And it makes his pulses fly. 
To catch the thrUl of a happy voice, 

And the light of a pleasant eye. 

I have walked the world for fourscore yean. 

And they say that I am old. 
And my heart is ripe fur the reaper. Deaths 

And my years are well nigh told. 
It is very true ; it is very tnie ; 

Fm old, and '* 1 bide my time ;** 
But my heart will leap at a scene like this. 

And I half renew my prime. 

Play on, play on; I am with you there. 

In the. midst of your merry ring ; 
I can -feel the thrill of the daring jmnp^ 

And the msh of the breathless swing. 
I hide with you in the fragrant liay. 

And I whoop the smothered call. 
And my feet slip up on the seedy floor, 

And I care not for the falL 

I am willing to die when my time shall come, 

And I shall be glad to go ; 
For the world, at best, is a weary place. 

And my pulse is getting low ; 
But the grave is dark, and the heart will £bu1 

In treading its gloomy way ; 
And it wiles my heart iVom its dreariness^ 

To see the young so gay. 

Willis. 



SILENT MONITORa 



In every copse and alicltered dell, 

Uiiveiled to the observant ey«, 
Are faithful Monitors, who teU 

How pass llie hours and seasona hy. 
The green-robed children of the Sjiring 

Will mark (iia periods as thi>y pms, 
Hingle with leaves Time's feotheri.-d wing, 

And bind with flowers his aileut glass. 
Mark where transparent waters glide, 

Soft flowing o'er their tranquil bed ; 
There, cradled on the dimpling tide, 

y^j/mp/iaa rests her loverly head ; 
But, conEcious of the earlEest beam, 

She rises from her humid uest, 
And aeea reflected on the stream 

The virgin wliitooesa of her breast — 
Till the bright <Iay-atar to the west 

Declines in ocean's snrge to lave ; 
Then, folded in her modest vest. 

She slunibtu-s on the rocking wave. 
See Hieracium't various tribe, 
■ or plumy seed and radiate flowers, 
The course of time tlieir blooms describe. 

And wake or sleep appointed liours. 
Brood o'er its imbricated cup 

The Coal's-beard spreads Its golden rays. 
But sliata its cautious petals up, 

Ketvcaling from the noontide blaze. 
Pule as n pensive cloistered nun. 

The BtlhUhem Star herfuoe unveils. 
When o'er the mountain peers the sun, 

But sliades it from the vesper gales. 
Among the loose and arid sands 

The humble Arenaria creeps ; 
Slowly the purple star exjiaiids, 

iBuC soon within the calj:^ slcc^ 
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And those sniall bells, so lightly rayed 

With young Aurora's rosy hue, 
Are to the noontide sun displayed, 

But shut their plaits against the dew. 

On upland slopes, the shepherds mark 

The hour, when, as the dial true, 
Cichorium to the towering lark 

Lifts her soft eyes, serenely blue. 

And thou, " Wee^ crimson-tipped flmeer^^ 

Oatherest thy fHnged mantle round 
Thy bosom, at the closing hour. 

When night-drops bathe the turfy ground. 

Unlike SUene, who declines 

The garish noontide's blazing light ; 
But, when the evening crescent shines, 
^ Gives all her sweetness to the night. 

Thus in each flower and simple bell. 

That in our path betrodden lie. 
Are sweet remembrances that tell 

How £Ei8t the winged moments fly.— Smith. 



THE ADVENTURER ON THE SEA OF LIFE. 

The gales 

Of pleasure haply waft him, and he bounds 
Exultingly upon the flattering main ; 
Nor heeds the inexperienced boy the hints 
Of prudence, and the counsels of the wise ; 
He steers impetuously through dancing waves. 
And oceans of illusive bliss, till now, — 
Crashing upon her keel, his vessel lies ^ 
A total wreck upon th' undreaded reef ! 

** Avoid the shoal !" the sacred preacher cries ; 
The volumes of the dead and living ope 
The monitory page, alas ! in vain. 
If Passion hold the helm, and Pleasure fill 
The swelling sail, though Reason, Conscience, say 
*^ Avoid the shoal T' the voyager is loBt ! 

Carrikgtok. 
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■WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

This tutored mind here justly Iaan» 

How liuinan hopes to pi-ize. 
As round these trophied walls slie iams 

Her meditating eyes. 

The sculptured urn, the mimic bust. 

The grave in pomp arrayed. 
Serve but to teach us man is dust I 

His life a fleeting shade ! . 

More than the morning vapour vain> 

Which melts away in air. 
Unless to wisdom he attain, ^ 

And virtue be his care. 

Extinpfiiished now is wit's bright fire. 

Lost its enlivening themes ; 
Mute and unstnmg the poet's lyre f, 
.Closed fancy's rapturous dreiMns. 

Stop, stranger, whosoe'er thou art. 

And to thyself be just : 
These mouldering tombs address thine heart : 

Catch wisdom from the dust. 

Religion, only, forms man's sonl 

Calmly to view his end ; 
Can his vain passions best ccmtroV— 

In life, in deatli, a friend. 

A day will come, in Time's long reign, 
(Such hope hath Heaven revealed,) 

When graves shall render up again 
Those whom they once conccttded. 

Then shall Creation's mighty Lord 

Bid every slumberer rise : 
And angels' tongues this tmth reoofd^— - 

The mrlwnu wert ihg tpue.— Ksate* 
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THE 

NATURALISTS SUMMER EVENING WALK. 

Wbek day declining sheds a n>i1d^ g^eaniy 
What time the May-fly haunts the pool or stream ; 
When the still Owi sldms round the grsasy mead. 
What time the timorous Hare limps forth to feed ; 
Then be the time to steal adown the Tal^ 
And listen to the vagrant Cuckooes tale ; 
To hear the clamorous Curlew call his mate. 
Or the soft Qnail his tender tale relate ; 
To see the Swallow skim the dailcening ^ain^ 
Belated, to support her infant tnun ; 
To mark the Swift, in rapid giddy ring. 
Dart round the steeple, unsubdued of wing : 
Amusive birds ! say, where your hid retreat. 
When the frost rages, and the tempests beat! * 
Whence your return, by such nice instinct led. 
When Spring, soft season, lifts her bloomy head ? 
Such baffled searehea mock man's prying pride, — 
The God of Nature is your secret guide ! 

While deepening shades obscure the fiice of day^ 
To yonder bench, leaf-sheltered, let us stray, 
mi blended objects fail the swimming sight. 
And all the lading landscape sinks io night ; 
To hear the drowsy Dor come brushing by. 
With buzzing wing, or the shrill Cricket cry-; 
To see the feeding Bat glance through the wood ; 
To catch the distant falling of the flood ; 
While o'er the clifl^ th* awakened Chum-owl hung. 
Through the still gloom protracts his chattering song; 
While high in air, and poised upon his wings. 
Unseen the soft, enamoured Wood-lark sings ; 
These, Nature's wGa*k8, the curious mind employ, 
Inspire a soothing melancholy joy ; 
As fancy warms, a pleasing kind of pain 
Steals o'er the che^ and thrills the creeping vein. 

Each rural sis^ht, each sound, each smell combine. 
The tinkling sheep-bell, or the breath of kine ; 
The new- mown hay, that scents the swelltng breeze^ 
Or cottage diimney smokiog through tlie trees. 

Whits^o/ SeOome, 



THE CONTRAST. 
The Pabeot axb the Wbes. 

WiTBiK hor gilded cage confined 

I saw a dazKlinji' b^Ue, 
A Parrot, of tliat fiunoiiB kind 

Whose nnme was NonpareiL 

Ijke beads of glosay jet, her eyes ; 

And, Binoothed by Nature's skill. 
With pearl or gleaniin); agate vies. 

Her finely-curved bill. 

Her plumy mantle's living hues 

In mass opposed to mass. 
Outshine tlie Bplendniir that imhuea 

The robes of pictured glass. 

And, sooth to say, on apter mate 

Did never tempt the choice 
Of feathered thing most delknlo 

In figure and in voice. 

But, exiled from Australian bowers, 

And singlenesa lier lot, 
Sho trills her song with tutored powers. 

Or mocks each casual noto. 

No wore of pily for regrets 
With which she may have striven ; 

But now in wantonness she frets. 
Or spite, if cause be given. 

Arch, volatile, a sportive bird. 

By social glee inspired ; 
Ambitious to I* seen or heard, 

And pleased to he admired. 

This moss-lined Bhed, green, soft, and dry, 
Harbours a self.contenled Wren, 

Not ebunniuc man's abode, thoiisb shy, 
Almost as thought itself, of human ken. 
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Strange places, coverts unendeared. 

She never tried ; the very nest 
In which this child of Spring was reared. 

Is warmed^ through Winter, by her feathery 
breast. 

To the bleak winds she sometimes gives 

A slender unexpected strain , 
That tells the Uermitess still lives^ 

Though she appear not, and be sought in vain. 

Say, Dora ! tell me by yon placid moon, 

if called to choose between the favoured pair, 

"Which would you be, — the bird of the saloon, , 
By lady*s fingers tended with nice care, 

Car^sed, applauded, upon dainties fed, — 

Or l*f ature's darling of this mossy shed ? 

WORDSWOHTH. 



THE BOY. 



There^s something in a noble boy, 

A brave, free-hearted, careless one. 
With his unchecked, unbidden joy. 

His dread of books and love of fan, 
And in his clear and ready smile, 
Unshaded by a thought of guile. 

And unrepressed by sadness^^ 
Which brings me to my childhood back 
As if I trod its very track. 

And felt its very gladness. 

And yet it is not in his play. 
When every trace of thought is lost, 

And not when you would call him gay. 
That his bright presence thrills me most 

Bis shout may ring upon the hill. 
His voice be echoed in the hall. 

His merry laugh like music thrill, 

' And I in sadness hear it all,-^« 
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For like the wrinkles on my brow, 
I Etai'cely notice aiioh tbings now, — 

Uiit when amid the earaest gams, 
llo stops OS if he music heard, 

And, heedless of his shouted Dame 
Ab (if tlie carat of a bird. 

Stands gnsdng on the empty air 

As if some drenin were passing there. 

Tis tlien that on bis face I look, 

His bLiiutiful, but tlioughtful face. 
And, like a long-forgotten book, 

Its sweet, faiDiUoi' loeaiiings tracG^ 
Hi memberiiig a thouBund things 
Which passed me on those goldon wtngi 

"Which time has fettered now, — 
Thugs that raioe o'er me with a thrill, - 
And left me silent, sad, and still. 

And threw upon my hrow_ 
A holier and a gentler cast, 
Tliat was too innocent lo losF. 

'Tisstmnge how thought upon a. child 

Will, like a proG^nce, soiiietiini* press, 
And when his pulse is beaUug wild. 

And life itself is in excess — 
Wlieu foot and band, and e&r and efe, 
Aie all with ardour strsining bixfa. 

How in his heart will apriiig 
A feeling, whose mysterious thrall 
Is stron^Vi sweutc-r far than all i 

And on its silent ivin^. 
How with the clouds lie'U float away. 
As wuudoring and as lost as they! WitiJ 



TO A HEDGE-SPARBOW. 

Little fluttercr! swiftly flying. 

Thero ia none to barm thee near; 
Kite, nor hawli, nor EcliODl-bDj prying: 

Ultle flattererl cease to fe«r. 
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One who would protect thee ever, 
From Uie 6chool-boy, kite, and hftwk. 

Musing now obtrudes, tmt never 
Dreamt of plunder in his walk. 

He no weasel, stealing slyly, 

Would pennit thy eggs to take; 
Not the pole-cat, nor the wily 

Adder, nor the writhed snake. 

May no cuckoo wandering near thee, 

Lay her egg within thy nest. 
Nor thy yomig ones, bom to cheer theo. 

Be destroyed by such a guest. 

Little flutterer ! swiftly flying. 

Here is none to haim thee near; ' 
Kite, nor hawk, nor school-boy prying: 

Little flutterer! cease to fear. 



WOODS IN WINTER. ' 



When winter winds are piercing chill,' 
And througli the white thorn blows the gale, 

With solemn feet 1 tread the hill, 
That over-brows the loneiy vale. 

0*er the hare upland, and away 

Through the long reach of desert woods, 
The embracing sun-beams chastely play. 

And gladden these deep solitudes. 

On the gray maple*s crusted bark 
Its tender shoots the hoar-frost nips ; 

Whilst in the frozen fountain, hark ! 
His pietcing beak the bittern dipt. 

Where, twisted round the barren oak, 
llie sumnier vhie in beauty dung. 

And summer winds the stillness broke. 
The crystal icicle is hung. 



Where, from their frozen uma, mule fiprinjpl 
Poor oiit tlie rivcr'a gradual tide. 

Shrilly the skater's iron rings. 
And voices fill the woodland side. 

Alas! how changed from the fair scene. 
When birds sang- out their mellow lay : 

And winda were soft, and woods were grec 
And tbe song ceased not with the day. 

But still wild ninsic is ahroad, 

Pale, desert woods, within your crowd ; 
And gathered winds, in hoarse accord. 

Amid tlie vocal reeds pipe loud. 

Chill airs, and wintry wind?, my ear 
Has grown familiar with your song; 

Ihear it in the opening year, — 
I listen, and it cheers me long. 



EVEaGREENS. 

When Summer's sunny hues adorn 
8k)', forest, hill, and mendow. 

The foliage of the evei^ireens. 
In contrast seems a shadow. 

But when the tints of Autumn hare 

Tlieir sober reign asserted. 
The landscape that cold shadow shows 

Into a liglit converted. 

Thus thonglits that frown upon onr mirth 

Will smite upon our sorrow, 
And many dork fears of to-day 

May be bright hopes to-morrow. 
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THE FIRST SWALLOW. 

The gorse is yellow on the heath, 

The banks with speedwell flowers are gay. 
The oaks are budding, and beneath 
The hawthorn soon will bear the wreath, 
The silver wreath of May, 

The welcome guest of settled spring. 
The Swallow too is come at last ; 
Just at simset, when thrushes sing, 
I saw her dash with rapid wing. 
And hailed her- as she passed. 

Come, Summer visitant, attach 

To my reed roof, your nest of clay. 
And let my ear your music catch. 
Low twittering underneath the thatch 
At the gray dawn of day. 

Charlotte Smith. 



FIELD FLOWERS. 

Flowers of the field, how meet ye seem, 

BIan*s frailty to portray ; 
Blooming so fair in morning's beam, 

Passing at eve away ; 
Teach this, and, oh ! though brief your reign. 
Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in'vain. 

Go form a monitory wreath 

For youth's unthinking brow ; 
Go, and to busy manhood breathe 

What most he fears to know : 
Go, strew the path where age doth tread. 
And tell him of the silent dead. 

But whilst to thoughtless ones and gay 

Ye breathe these trutlis severe. 
To those who droop in pale decay. 

Have ye no word of cheer? 
Oh, yesi ye weave a double spell. 
And death and life betoken well. 
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Go, then, where wrapt in fear and g^oom, 
Fond hearts and true are sighing. 

And deck with emUematic Uoom 
The pillow of the dying; 

And softly speak, nor speak in vain. 

Of your long sleep and broken chain. 

. And say that He, who from the dust 
Recalls the slumbering flower. 
Will surely visit those who trust 

His mercy and His power ; 
Will mark where sleeps their peaceful cUy* 
And roll, ere long, the stone away* 

Blackwood^s Mag€Utine» 



HERRICK'S* LITANY. 

Iw tlie hour of my distress, 
When temptations me oppress. 
And when I my sins confess. 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 

When I lie within my bed. 
Sick in heart and sick in head. 
And with doubts discomforted. 
Sweet Spirit, comfoi*t me ! 

Wlien the house doth sigh and weep, 
And the world is drownM in sleep. 
Yet mine eyes the watch do keep, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me 

When the priest his last hath prayed. 
And I nod to what is said, 
'Cause my speech is now decayed. 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me J 

When the judgment is revealed. 
And that opened which was sealed. 
When to thee 1 have appealed. 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me f 

* A poet of the time of Charles the First. 
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THE BUCKET. 

How dear to thift heart are the scenes of m^ ^uldhood. 

When fond recollection presents th^m tot view! 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep tangled wild-wood. 

And every loved spot which my infimcy kneir ; 
The wide-spread^ I>ond, and Uie mill which' stood, by it. 

The bri^ne and the rock where the cataract fell; 
The cot of my father, the dairy-house nigh it. 

And e^en the rude bucket which hung in the well ! 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket^ 
The mos8-KM)vered bucket, which hung in the well. ' 

That moss-covered vessel I hail as a treasure; 

For often, at noon, when retmned ii*om the field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure. 

The purest and sweetest that nature can yield. 
£[ow anient I seized it, with hands that were growing, 

And quick to the white pebbled bottom it fell; 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth overflowing. 

And dripping with coolness, it rose from the well ; 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket, 
The moss-covered bucket arose from the weU. 

How sweet from the gi*een mossy Mm to reeeive it, 

As poised on the curb it inclined ton»y lips I 
Not a full blushing goblet could tempt me to- leave it. 

Though filled witli the nectar t&tt Jupiter dps. 
And now, far removed from the loved situation. 

The tear of regret will intrusively sweU, ; 
As fiemcy reverts to my father's plantation. 

And sighs for the bucket which hangs in the well; 
The old oaken bucket, the iron-bound bucket. 
The moss-covered budcet which hangs in his welL 

WOODWORTII. 



;raE BANKS OF THE DOVE. 



Adieu to the Banks of the Dove! 

My hairiest moments are flown; 
I must leave the retreats that I love 

For scenes far remote and unknornii*. 



Itut wliereTer my lot may be cut, 

Wlifttever my foiiane may prove, 
I nhall think of the daya lliatnre post; 

I shall sigh for the Banks of the Dove, 
Ve friends of my eai'liest youth, 

From you how rehictant i part; 
Vour friendships were founded in truth, 

And shall ne'er be erased from my heart. 
(.'cmpBnioQB, perhaps, I may find. 

But where shall I nieet with such lave, 
^Vith attachments so lasting and kind, 

Aa I leave on the Banks of the Uovet 
Thon sweet little village, fHrewelll 

Every abject around thee is dear, 
JCvery woodland, and meadow, and dell. 

Where I wandei'ed for many a year. 
Vu villas and cols, so if ell known. 

Will your inmates contiune to love! 
Will ye think on a friend, when lie's gone 

Far away from tlio Banks of the Dove ( 
(lilt oft has the Dove's cryslal wave 

Flowed lately commixed witli my teal's, 
i^ince my mother was laid in her grave. 

Where yon hallowed turret appears. 
O, Sexton, remember the spot, 

And lay mo beside her 1 tuvp, 
Whenever this body is brought 

To sleep on the Banks of the Doro. 

'I'ill then in the vifiiuns of ni);ht. 

Oh, may her loved spirit descend ; 
And tell me, though hid from my siglit, 

Slie still is my guardian and friend. 
Tlie thoughts of her presence shall keep 

My footsteps, when tempted to rove ; 
And sweeten my woes while I weep 

Fot her, and the Banks of the Dove. 

Badls s< 
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THE FUNERAL AT SEA. 



Deep mists hung over the mariner's grave. 

When the holy funeral rite was read ; 
And every breath on the dark-bUie wave. 

Seemed hushed, to hallow the friendless dead. 

And heavily heaved on the gloomy sea. 
The ship that sheltered that homeless one, 

As though his funeral-hour should be, 
When the waves were still, and the winds wero 
gone. 

And there he lay, in his coarse, cold shroud, — 
And strangers were round the coffinless; 

Not a kinsman was seen among that crowd,—' 
Not an eye to weep, nor a lip to bless. 

No sound from the church's* passing bell 

Was echoed along the pathless deep. 
The hearts that were -far away td tell. 

Where the mariner lies in his lasting sleep. 

Not a whisper then lingered upon the air,— 
O'er his body, one moment, his messmates bent ; 

But the plunging sound of the dead was there, 
And the ocean is now his monument ! 

But many a sigh, and many a tear. 

Shall be breathed, and shed, in the hours to come, — 
When the widow and fatherless shall hear 

How he died, far, far from his happy home ! 

Finn. 



THE WOUNDED DEER. 

The wounded deer pursues her headlong flight, 
Pierced by some ambushed archer of the night ; 
Flies to the woodland with her bounding fawn. 
While drops of blood bedew tlie verdant lawn, 
There hid in shades she shuns the cheerful day, 
B[angs o*er her young, and weeps her life away. 

Darwin. 
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THE CATARACT OF LODORE. 

How DOES, THE Water cosie down at Lodoes? 

Hebe it comes sparkling. 

And there it lies darkling ; 

Here snioklng and frotliiug^ 

Its tumult and wrath in. 
It hastens along, conflicting^ strong, 

Now striking and raging, 

As if a war waging. 
Its caverns and rocl^ among. 

Rising and leaping. 
Sinking and creeping. 
Swelling and flingijig, 
Showering and springing. 
Eddying and whisking. 
Spouting and frisking, 
Twining and twisting, 
Around and around. 
Collecting, disjecting, 

With endless rebound ; 
Smiting and fighting, 
A sight to .delight in ; 
Confounding, astounding, 
Bizzing and deafening the ear with its somid. 

Reeding and speeding, 
And shocking and rocking, 
And darting and parting. 
And threading and spreading, 
And whizzing and hissing, 
And dripping and skipping. 
And whitening and brightening. 
And quivering and shivering. 
And hitting imd splitting. 
And shining and twining. 
And rattling and battlmg. 
And shaking and quaking, 
And pouring and roaring, 
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And waving and raving, 
And tossing and crossing. 
And flowing and growing. 
And running and stunning, 
And hunting and skurrying. 
And giittmng and frittering, 
And gathering and feathering'. 
And dinning and spinning. 
And foaming and roaming. 
And dropping and hopping. 
And working and jerking. 
And heaving and cleaving. 
And thundering and floundering. 
And falling and crawling and sprawling. 
And driving and riving and striving. 
And sprinkling and twinkling and wrinkling. 
And sounding and bounding and rounding. 
And bubbling and troubling and doubling, 
Dividing and gliding and sliding. 
And grumbling and rumbling and tumbling. 
And clattering and battering and shattering. 
And gleaming and streaming and steaming and beaming, 
And mshing and flushing and bnishing and gushing, 
And flapping and rapping and clapping and slappin^j;, 
And curling and whiriing and purling and twirling, 
Retreating jind beating and meeting and sheeting, 
Delaying and straying and playing and spraying. 
Advancing and prancing and glancing and dancing, 
Recoili^g^ tnrmoiling and toiling and boiling. 
And thumping and flumping and bumping and jumping. 
And dashing and flashing and splashing and clashing; 
And so never ending, but always descending. 
Sounds and motions for ever and ever are blending, 
All at once and all o'er, with a mighty uproar, — 
And this way the water comes down at Lodore. 

SouTriEY. 



MOUNT nOREB. 



On IToreb'H rock t)ie Prophet atood, 

The Lord before him passed ; 
A hurriciLno, in angiy mood. 

Swept by bim strong and fast; I 
The forests full before its force. 
The rocka were sliivered by its coutBc; 

God rode not in the blast; 
'Twas but the wliirlwind of his breath, 
Announcing danger, wretlc, and duath. 

It ccoGed — the air was mute— a cloud 

Came, hiding tip the sun ; 
When through the mouDtaina, deep and le 

An earthquake tliundered on. 
The frighted eagle sprang in lur. 
The wolf ran howling from liis lair ; 

God was not in the stoi-ni;— 
'Twas but llie rolling of liiH car, — 
The trampling of his steeds from far. 

'Twas still again, and Nature stood, - 

And calmed hi^ ruffled frame; 
When swift from heaven a fiery flood. 

To earth devouring came: 
Oown to the depths the ocean fled, 
The Hickenin;r sun looked wun and dead; 

Yet God filled not tlie flame ;— 
'Twas but the fierceness of hia eye, 
That liglited tliroiigU the troubled sky. 

At last, a voice, all still and small, 

Bose sweetly ou tbe ear. 
Yet rose so clear and slirill. that all 

In heoven and earth might hear: 
It spoke of peace, it spoke of love, 
It spoke as angels speak above; 

And God himself was near I 
For. oh ! it was a Father's voice. 
That hade his trembling world rejoice. 



MOUNT HOREB. CI 

Speak, gracious Lord ! speak ever thus ; 

And let thy terrors prove 
But harbingers of peace to us, 

But heralds of thy love ! 
Come through the earthquake, fire, and storm, 
Come in thy mildest, sweetest form, 

And all our fears remove ! 
One word from thee is all we claim. 
Be that one word, a Saviour's name ! 



EARLY RISING. 



Ur ! quit thy bower, late wears the hour 
Long have the rooks cawed round the towur ; 
0*er flower and tree loud hums the bee, 
And the wild kid sports merrily. 
The sun is bright, the skies are clear, 
Wake, lady ! wake, and hasten hero. 

Up ! maiden fair, and bind thy hair. 

And rouse thee in the breezy air : 

The lulling stream that soothed thy di-cam 

Is dancing in the sunny beam. 

Waste not these hours, so fresh, so gay. 

Leave thy soft couch, and haste away. 

Up! time will tell, the morning bell 
Its service-sound has chimed well : 
The aged crone keeps house alone. 
The reapers to the fields are gone. 
Lose not these hours, so cool, so gay, 
Lo! while thou sleep'st, they haste away. 

Miss BAiLCik:. 



MAN'S HORTALITIE. 



LiKK OB the ^amaske-rose you see. 
Or like the blossame on the tree. 
Or like the dainty floiire of May, 
Or likp tlie morning to the duy, 
Or lik(! the eunne, oi- like t]ie Bliode, 
Or like tlie gourd wliich loniis liod. 
Even BiicU is man whose tlired is spun, 
Drawn out and cut, and so ia done. • 
The rose wiiliurs, the hlossrim blostetli. 
The ftoirer lades, the morning boateth, 
The son sets, Iho shadow flyes; 
Tho gourd uonsuincs, and man lie dyes. 

Like to the groase tliat'a newly sprung, 
Or like a tale that's new begun: 
Or like tlia bird that's here to-day. 
Or like the pearled deaw of May; 
Or like an hoitre, or like a spau. 
Or like the singing of a swan: 
Even such ia man, who lines by breath ; 
Is here, now tliore: so life, and death. 
Tho grossB withers, the tale is ended. 
The b*rd is flowne, the deaw's aseended, 
The Lonre is short, the span not king; 
The Ewan's necr dtath : man's life is doni?. 

Like to the bubble in the brooke. 
Or in a glosse much like a looke. 
Or like a shuttle in weaver's Ikand, 
Or like a writing on tlie sand. 
Or like a tbonght, or like adroame,' 
Or liko the glydin^ of a str«ame; 
EueD such is man, who lines by breath ; 
Is here, now there; so life, and death. 
The bubble's out, the look's forpit. 
The sbiittrs finng, the writing's blot. 
The thought is pnst, the dreume is gone; 
The water glides: man's life is done. 



MAN 8 
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Like to an arrow from tlie bow. 

Or like swift course of watery flow, 

Or like tlie time 'twixt floudc and ebbe, 

Or like the spider's tender webbe. 

Or like a race, or like a goale. 

Or like ibe dealing of a dole : 

Euen such is man, whose brittle state 

Is alwayes subject vnto iute. 

The arrow'a shot, the flood soone spent. 

The time no time, the web soone rent. 

The race soone nm, the goale soone won, 

The dole soone dealt, man^s life first done. 

like to the lightning from the skio, 
Or like a post that quicke dotli hie, 
Or like a quauer in short song. 
Or like a ioumey three dayes long,"^ 
Or like Ike snow when smnmer's come, 
Or like ^Uie peare, or like the plum : 
Eaen mob is man, who heapes vp sotrrow, 
lines Jbnft this day, and dyes to morrow. 
The iigfatning's past, the post must go. 
The song is short, tlie iourney^s so, 
Tlie peare doth rot, the plum doth fall 
The snow dissolues, and so must aXL 

A.D. 1^3. 

MAN'S RESURRECTION. 



liiKE to the seed put in earth's wombe, 
Or like dead Lazanis in his tombe ; 
OrlikeTalutha being' asleepe. 
Or lonas-like within the deepe; 
Or Eke the night, or stars by day^ 
Which seeme to vanish cleane away: 
SaeMWO this death, man's life beneaaeSy 
6«l lieii^ dead man dc*ath decdues. 
The4Ked itspringeth, Lazarus standeth^ 
IWitha irakes. and lonas landeth; 
TSiDJiHgfai is past, the stars reraaine. 
So aum ihat dyes shall Hue agaifke. 



64 
A FAIRY'S SONG. 

Whebe the bee sips, there lark I ; 

In a cowslip's bell i lie , - 

There I couch when owls do ciy : 

On the bat's wing do I flj 

After suiiset merrily. 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Srakspeake. 



SPRING. 



The Spring is here, — ^the delicate-footed May, 
With its slight fingers full of leaves and flowers ; 

And with it comes a thirst to be away. 
Wasting in wood-paths its voluptuons hours — 

A' feeling that is like a sense of wings. 

Restless to soar above these perishing things. 

We pass out from the city's feverish hum. 
To find refreshment iu the silent woods ; 

And nature, that is beautiful and dumb. 
Like a.coiol sleep upon the pulses broods. 

Yet, even there, a restless thought will steal. 

To teadi the indolent heart it still muBtfeei. 

Strange, that the audible stillness of the noon. 
The waters rippling with their silver feet. 

The turning to the light of leaves in June, 
And the light whisper as their edges meet,— 

Strange — ^that they fill not with their tranquil tone. 

The spirit walking in their midst alone. 

There's no contentment, in a world like this, 
Save in forgetting the immortal dream; 

We may not gaze upon the stars of bliss. 
That through the cloud rifts radiantly stream ; 

Bird-like, the prisoned soul wili lift its eye 

And sing— till it is hooded from the sky. 

Willis. 
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MARCH. 

The stormy ^larch is come at last, 

With wind, and cloud, and changing skies, — 
I hear the rushing of the blast, 

That through the snowy valley flies. 

Ah ! passing few are they who speak, 
Wild, stormy month, in praise of thee ; 

Yet, though thy winds are loud and bleak, 
Thoa art a welcome month to me. 

For thou to northern lands again 

The glad and glorious sun dost bring, 

And thou hast joined the gentle tmin. 
And wear'st the gentle name of Spring. 

And in thy reign of blast and storm. 
Smiles many a long, bright, sunny day. 

When the changed winds are soft and warin 
And heaven puts on the blue of May. 

Then sing aloud the gushing rills. 

And the full springs, from frost set free, 

That, brightly leaping down the hills. 
Are just set out to meet the sea. 

Ilie year*s departing beauty hides 
Of wintry storms the sullen threat ; 

But in thy sternest frown abides 
A look of kindly promise yet. 

Thou bring'st the hope of those calm skies, 
And that SQf t time of sunny showers, 

When the wide bloom on earth that lies. 
Seems of a brighter world than ours. 

BnYANT. 



FROM THE PERSIAN. 



On parent's knees, a naked new-born child. 
Weeping, thou sat'st while all around the smiled ; 
So live, that sinking in thy last sad sleep. 
Calm thou mayst smile, while all around thee weep. 
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SCENE AFTER A SUMMER SHOWER. 

The rain is o'er.— How dense and briglit 
Yon pearly clouds reposing lie ! 

Cloud ^ove cloud, a glorious sight, 
Contrasting with the dark blue ^qf I 

In grateful silence earth receives 
The general blessing ; fresh and fair* 

Each flower expands its little leaves. 
As glad the common joy to share. 

The softened sunbeams pour around 

A fiiiry light, uncertain, pale; 
The wind flows cool ; the scented ground 

Is breathing odours on the gale. 

'Mid yon rich clouds' majestic pile, 
Methinks some spirit of the air, 

jMight rest to gaze below awhile. 
Then turn to bathe and revel there. 

The sun breaks forth, — ^from off the scene^ 
Its floating veil of mist is flung ; 

And aU the wilderness of green 
With trembling drops of light is hung. 

* 

Now gaze on nature, — yet the same,-^. 

Glowing with life, by breezes fanned. 
Luxuriant, lovely, as she came 

Fresh in her youth from God^s own hand. • 

Hear the rich music of that voice. 
Which sounds from all below, above ; 

She calls her children to rejoice, 

And round them throws her arms of love. 

Brink in her influence, — ^low-bom <jare, 
Aftd all the train of mean desire, 

Retiise to breathe this holy air. 
And *mid this living light expire. 
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HUMILITY. 

The bird tliat soars on highest wing, 

Builds on the ground her lowly nest ; 
And she that doth most sweetly sing, 
Sings in the shade, when all things rest : 
£l lark and nightingale we see 
What honour hath humility. 

When Mary chose ^ the better part," 

She meekly sat at Jesus* feet ; 
And Lydia's gently opened heart 

Was made for God*s own temple meet. 
Fairest and best adorned is she 
Whose clothing is humility. 

The saint that wears heaven's brightest crown 

In deepest adoration bends ; 
The weight of glory bows him down 
Then most when most liis soul ascends. 
Nearest the throne itself must be 
The foot-stool of humility. 

Jam£s Moktoomerv 



THE HALCYON, OR KING-FISHEHI. 



Why o'er the smooth and glassy wave 

Does yonder Halcyon speed so fast ? 
'Tis all because she would not lose 

Her favourite calm, that will not last. 

The sun with azure paints the skies. 
The stream reflects each flowery spray. 

And, frugal of her time, she flies 
To take her fill of joy and play. 

See her, when rude the north-wind blows^ 

Warm in some rocky cell remain,— 
To seek for pleasure, well she knows, 

Would oalj then enhance the pain. ^ 

"Descend," she cries, ** thou hated shower^ ' 

Deform my crystal waves to-day, 
For I have chose a fskirer hour 

To take my £11 of joy and play*''— ^wi^^i^it^'&'S.' 
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MY LIBRARY. 



' ' Having no library within reach, I livo upon my own stores, which are, 
however, more ample, perhaps^ than were ever before poesesscd by one 
whose whole estate was in his inkstand.** 



Mr days among the dead are past; 

Around me I behold, 
Where'er these casual eyes are cast^ 

The mighty minds of old ; 
!My never-failing friends are they, 
With whom I converse day by day. 

With them I take delight in weal. 

And seek relief in woe ; 
And while I understand and feel 

How much to them I owe. 
My cheeks have often been bedewed 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude. 

My thoughts are with the dead ; with them 

I live in long-past years ; 
Their virtues love, their faults condemn, 

Partake their hopes and fears. 
And from their lessons seek and find 
Instruction with a humble mind. 

>[y hopes are with the dead ; anon 

My place with them will be. 
And I with them shall travel on 

Through all futurity ; 
Yet leaving here a name, I trust; 
That will not perish in the dust. Sod they. 



ON AN HOUR-GLASS. 

Mark ! the golden grains that pass 
Brightly through this channelled glass. 
Measuring by their ceaseless fall. 
Heaven's most precious gift to all I 
Paoseless till its sand be done^ 
See the shimng currenl T\ni« 
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Till, its' inward treasure shed, , 

(Lo ! another hour has fled !) 

Its task performed, its travail past, 

Like mortal man, it rests at last. 

Yet let some hand invert its frame. 

And all its powers return the same, — 

For all the golden grains remain 

To work their little hour again. 

But who shall turn the glass for man, 

From which the golden current ran, 

Collect again the precious sand 

Wliich time lias scattered with his hand. 

Bring back life's stream with vital power. 

And bid it run another hour? 

A thousand years of toil were vain 

To gatlier up a single grain ! J. M. 



THE TRAVELLEK. 



Sweet to the morning traveller 

The skylark's earliest song. 
Whose twinkling wings are seen by fits 

The dewy light among. 

And cheering to the traveller 
The gales that round him play, 

When faint and wearily he drags 
Along his noon-tide way. 

And when beneath the unclouded sun 

Full wearily toils he, 
The flowing water makes to him 

Most pleasant melody. 

And when the cveuing light decays. 

And sdl is calm around. 
There is sweet music to his ear 

In the distant sheep-bell's sound. 

And sweet the neighbouring church's bell, 
That marks his journey's bourn ; 

But sweeter is the voice of love 
That welcomes his return ! 



flattehv and friendsuip. 

Kveitr one that flutters Uiee 
la no friend in miiiery. 
Words are easy, like tlie wind ; 
Faitlifnl Friends 'tis hard to liud. 
Every man will be thy friend 
Wliile thoD hast wherewith to spend. 
Hilt if store of cro\vn«l)e scaiit. 
No man will anpply th; want. 
If lliat one be prodi^l. 
Bountiful they will him call, 
if liB bo addiat to vice, 
Qnichly him tbcy will entice. 
But if fortune ooce do frown. 
Then farewell bin great renown : 
They that fawned on hiin before, 
Uso his company no more. 
lie! that is thy friend indeed. 
He will help theo in Uiy need. 
If thou sorrow, be will weep ; 
If thon wake, he cannot tflcep. 
TTura of every grief in heart, 
He with thee iloth bear a part. 
These are certain signs to know 
Faithful Friend from flattering Foe. 

SHAKIiPE*KE. 

THE FADING LILY. 

The stream with languid mnmiur creeps 

In Liimin's fluwory vale; 
Heneath the dew tlie lily weeps. 

Slow waving to the gale. 
t 'ease reAtlestt gale ! it seems to sayi 

Nor wake me with thy sighing; 
The Iiononis of my vernal day 

On rapid wing are llyiug. 
I'o-morrow shall Uie traveller come, 

Who late beheld me blooming^ 
His searchinp; eye sliall vainly i-oam 

The di'cary vale of Lumin. — CotEmnGE. 
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THE SAILOR'S EVENING SONG. 

Long tlie sun lias gone to rest. 
Dimmed is now the deepening west; 
And the sky hath lost the hue 
That the rich clouds o'er it threw ; 
Lonely on the pale blue sky 
Gleam faint streaks of crimson dye ; 
Glorionsly the evening star 
Looks upon us from i^ar; 
Aid us o*er the changeful deep, 

God of Power; 
Bless the sailor's ocean-sleep, 

At midnight's hour. 

On the stilly twilight air 
We would breathe our solemn piuyer, — 
^ Bless the dear ones of our home. 
Guide us through the wild wave's foam, 
To the light of those dear eyes, 
Where our hearts' best treasure lies, 
To the love in one fond breast. 
That unchanging home of rest ! 
Hear her, when at eventide. 

She kneels to pray, 
That God would bless, defend, and guide, 

Those far away ! 

Now the moon hath touched the sea, 

And the waves aU tremblingly, 

Throw towards heaven their silvery spi'ay, 

Happy in the gladdening ray : 

Thus, Redeemer, let thy love 

Shine upon us from above ; 

Touched by Thee, our hearts will riso. 

Grateful towards the glowing skies ; 

Guard us, shield its, mighty Lord, 

Thou dost not sleep; 
Still the tempest with thy woVd, 

Rule the deep ! 
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THE KID. 

A TEAR bedews my Delia's eye, 
r To think yon playful Kid must die ; 
From crystal spring and flowery m^Ml, 
Must in liis prime of life recede ! 

Erewliile in sportive circles round. 
She saw him wheel, and frisk, and bound ; 
From rock tb rock pursue liis way. 
And on the flowery mai'gin play. 

Pleased on his yaiious freaks to dwell^ 
She saw him climb my rustic cell. 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
And seem all ravished with the sight. 

She tells with what delight he stood 
To trace his features in the flood, 
Tiien skipped aloof with quaint amaze. 
And then drew near again to gaze. 

She tells me how, with eager speed. 
He flew to hear my vocal reed; 
And how with critic face profound. 
And stedfast ear, devoured the slouud. 

His every frolic light as air. 
Deserves the gentle Delia's care; 
And tears bedew her gentle eye, • 
To think yon playful Kid must die. 

Shenstoxc* 



TO A BEE. 



Tiiou wert out betimes, thou busy, busy beet 
When abroad I took my early way. 

Before the cow from her resting-place 

Had risen up, and left her trace 
On the meadow with dew so gray, 

J saw thee, thou busy, busy bee ! 
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Tliou wert alive, thou busy, busy bee ! 

When the crowd in their sleep were dead. 
Thou wert abroad in the freshest hour, 
When the sweetest odour comes from the flower ; 

Man will not learn to leave his lifeless bed, * 
And be wise and copy thee, thou busy, busy bee ! 

Thou wert working late, thou busy, busy bee ! 

After the fall of the cistus flower; 
I heard thee last, as I saw thee flrst. 
When the primrose* tree blossom was ready to burst; 

In the coolness of the evening hour, 
I heard thee, thou busy, busy bee ! 

Thou art a miser, thou busy, busy bee ! 

Late and early at employ ; 
Still on thy golden stores intent. 
Thy youth in heaping and hoarding is spent 

What thy age will never enjoy ; 
I will not copy thee, thou miserly bee ! 

Thou art a fool, thou busy, busy bee ! 

Thus for another to toil ! 
Thy master waits till thy work is done, 
Till the Jatest flowers of the ivy are gone. 

And then he will seize the spoil, 
And will murder thee, thou poor little bee ! 



THE GLOW-WORM. 



When on some balmy-breathing night of Spring 

The happy child, to whom the world is new. 
Pursues the evening moth of mealy wing, 

Oi* fiom the heath-bell shakes the sparkling dew, 
He sees before his inexperienced eyes. 

The brilliant glow-worm like a meteor shine 
On the turf- bank, surprised and pleased, he cries, 

^ Star of the dewy grass ! I make thee mine.'* 
Then, ere he sleefMS, collects the moistened flower, 

And bids soft leaves his glittering prize enfold^ 
And dreams that fairy lamps illume his bower; — 

But in the morning shudders to behold 
His shining treasure viewless as the dust ! 
So fade the world's bright joys to cold and blank 
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ODE TO TBANQUILLITY. 

. Tb AKQU ILL IT Y ! thou better name 

Than all the family of Fame ! 

Thou ne*er will leave my riper age 

To low intrigue, or factious rage : 

For, oh ! dear child of thoughtful truthj 

To thee I gave my early youth, 
And left the bark, and blest the steadfast shore, 
I'^re yet the tempest rose and scared me with its roar. 

Wlio late and lingering seeks thy shrine, 
On him but seldom, power divine, 
Thy spirit rests f Satiety 
And Sloth, poor counterfeits of thee, 
Mock the tired worlding. Idle Ilope 
And dii'e Remembrance interlope, 
'J'o vex the feverish slumbers of the mind : 
'J1ie bubble floats before, the spectre stalks behind. 

But me thy gentle hand will lead 
At morning through th' accustomed mead ; 
And in the sultry Summer*s heat 
Will build me up a mossy seat ; 
And when the gust of Autumn crowds 
And breaks the busy moonlight clouds. 
Thou best the thought canst raise, the heart attune, 
Jiight as the busy clQuds, calm as the gliding mopn. 

The feeling heart, the searching soul. 

To thee I dedicate the whole ! 

And while within myself I trace 

The greatness of some future race. 

Aloof, with hermit-eye, I scan 

The present works of present man, — 
A wild and dream-like trade of blood and guile, 
Too foolish for a tear, too wicked for a smile ! 

Coleridge. 
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THE WAY TO BE HAPPY. 



A HERMIT there wsm, and he lived in a grot. 

And the way tolie happy, they said he had got; 

As I wanted to learn it, I went to his cell. 

And when I came there, the old hermit said, ^ Well, 

Young man, by your looks, you want something, I see; 

Now t^ me the business that brings you to me V* 

" The way to be happy, they say you have got. 
And as I want to learn it, IVe come to yonr grot. 
Now I beg and entreat, if you have such a pliuis 
That you*ll write it me down, as plain as you can/* 
Upon which^the old hermit went to his pen. 
And brought me this note when he came back again. 



<c 



'Tis being, and doing, and having, that make 
All the pleasuiias and pains of which beings partake; 
To be what God pleases, — to do a man's beet, 
And to have a good heart, — m the wa/y to be bieesedJ** 

BTRoy. 



THE BIRD CAUGHT AT SEA. 

Pretty little feathered fellow. 

Why so far from home dodt rove f 
What misfortune brought thee hither. 

From the green embowering grove I 
Let thy throbbing heart be stiU, 

Here secure from danger rest thee; 
No one here shall use thee ill. 

Here no cruel boy molest thee ; 
Barley-corns and crumbs of bread. 

Crystal water, too, shall cheer thee ; 
On soft sails recdine thy head, 

Sleep, aiid fear no danger near thee 
So. when kindly winds shall speed us 

Tp the land we wish to se^ 
Then, aweet captive, thou shalt leave us. 

Then. amidst the groves be firee.r— HiLt. 



70. 
ON LISTENING TO A CRICKET. 

I tovE, thou little chirping thing, 

To hear thy melancholy noise; 
Though thou to Fancy's ear may sing 

Of Summer past and fading joys. 

Thou canst not now drink dew from flowers. 
Nor sport along the ti-aveller^s path, 

But, through the Winter's weary hours. 
Shall warm thee at my lonely hearth. 

And when my lamp's decaying beam 
But dimly shows the lettered page. 

Rich with some ancient poet's dream. 
Or wisdom of a purer age, 

Then will I listen to thy sound. 
And, musing o'er the embers pale, 

Witli whitening aslies strewed around. 
The forms of memory unveil : 

Recall the many-coloured dreams. 
That Fancy fondly weaves for youth ; 

W'iien all the bright illusion seems 
The pictured promises of truth; 

Pcrchnnce, observe the fitful light, 
And its faint flashes round the room, 

And think some pleasures, feebly bright. 
May lighten tliis life's varied gloom* 

1 love the quiet midnight hour. 

When Care, and Hope, and Passion sleep, 
And Reason, with untroubled power, 

Can her late vigils duly keep ; — 

I love the night ; and sooth to say. 
Before the merry birds, that sing 

In all the glare and noise of day, 
Prefer the Cricket's grating wing. 

But see ! pale Autumn strews her leaves, 
Iler withered leaves, o'er Nature's grave, 

While giant Winter she perceives. 
Dark rushing from his icy cave ; 
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And in his train the sleety showers, 

That beat upon the barren earth ; 
Thoiiy Cricket, through these Tveary hourS) 

Shalt warm thee at my lonely hearth. 

Norton. 



THE BETTER LAND. 



^ I HEAR thee speak of the Better Laud, 
Thou callest its childi-en a happy band ; 
Mother, oh where is that radiant shore ? 
Sliall we not seek it, and weep no more ? 
Is it where the flower of the oitmge blows, 
And the fire-flies glance througli the myrtle-boughs ?" 
— " Not there, not there, my cJiild !" 

** Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise. 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies ? 
Or *midst the green islands of glittering seas. 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze, 
And strange, bright birds, on their stany wings. 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious* things ?" 

— " Not there, not there, my child !'* 

" Is it far away, in some region old, 
Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold ? 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine, 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine. 
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand ? — 
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land ?" 

— '* Not there, not there, my child !" 

** Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy ! 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy ; 
T>reajDB cannot picture a world so fair, — 
8orrow and death may not enter there; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom. 
For beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb, 

v—lt is there, it is there, my child V* 

Mrs. Hemaks. 



Pbievii to the wretch, whom every Jriend &TSike 

I woo thea, Death ! — Life and its joys 

I leave to those that prize them. — 

Hear mc, gracious God ! — At thy good ti 

Let Death approach ; I reck not — let him bui con 

In genuine form, not n'ith thy vengeauca onned, 

Too inucli for man to bear. O rntner lend 

Thy kindly aid to mitigate his stroke, 

And at that hour when all aghast I stand 

(A trembling candidate for ihy compassion). 

On this worid's brink, and look into the next, — 

When my soul, starting from the dark unknown, 

Casts back a tvishful look, and fondly clings 

To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrenched 

From this fair scene, from all her 'customed joys 

And all the lovely relatives of life, 

Tlieo shed tUj comforts o'er me; then put on 

The gentlest of thy looks. Let no dark crimes. 

In all their hideous forms tlicn starting up, 

Plant themaelvea romid my couch in gnm array, 

And stab my bleeding heart with tvro^edged tortnr^ 

Sense of post guilt, and dread of future woe. 

For be the ghostly crew I and in their stead 

I*t cheerful BlemoTy from her purest cells 

I.tad foi'Ch a goodly train of virtues fair. 

Cherished in uai'liest youth, now paying bock 

With tenfold usury the pious core. 

And pouring o'er my wounds the heavenly balui 

Of conscious innocence.— But chiefly Thou, 

Whom aoft-eyed Pity once led down from heav 

To bleed for man, to teach him how to livej 

And, O still harder lesson I how to die, 

[>isdain not Thou to smooth the restless bed 

l.)f sickacss and of pain ; — for^ve f]ia tear 

That foeble Natnre drops, calm all her feani. 

Wake all her hopes, and animate her fiulh, 

Till my rapt soul, antioipating heaven, 

Itursta from the thraldom of incumbering clay 

And, on the wing of ecstasy upborne, 

Springa into liberty, and light, and life. 



J 



7U 
SIGNS OF RAIN. 



The hollow winds begin to blow, 
The clouds look black, the glass is low; 
The soot faUs down, the spaniels sleep» 
And spiden from their cobwebs peep: 
Last night the Sun went pale to bed, 
The Moon in halos hid her head; 
The boding shepherd heaves a sigh. 
For, see, a rainbow spans the sky : 
The walls are damp, the ditches smell, 
QtNsed is the pink-eyed pimpernel. 
Hark how the chairs and tables crack ! 
Old Betty's joints are on the rack ; 
Loud quack the ducks, the peacocks cry, 
The distant hills are' seeming nigh. 
How restless are the snorting swine ; 
The busy flies disturb the kine; 
Low o'er the grass the swallow wings. 
The cricket, too, how sharp he sings ; 
Pass on the hearth, with velvet paws, 
l^ta wiping o*er her whiskered jaws. 
Through the clear stream the fishes rise. 
And nimbly catch the incautious flies. 
The glow-worms, numerous and bright, [ 
Illumed the dewy dell last night. 
At dusk the squalid toad was seen. 
Hopping and crawling o'er the green ; 
The wlurUag wind the dust obeys. 
And in the lupid eddy plays; 
The frog has changed his yellow vest. 
And in a russet coat is dressed. 
Though June, the air is cold and still, 
The mellow blackbird's voice is shrilL 
My dog, so altered in his taste. 
Quits mutton-bones on grass to feast; 
And see yon rooks, how odd their flight, — 
They imitate the gliding kite. 
And seem precipitate to fall. 
As if ihey felt the piercing balL 
'Twill surely rain, I see, with sorrow, 
Our jaunt must be put off to*9iorrow. 



THE ORPHAN BOY. 

" Whesce art thou, wliose warblings * 

On mina ear to sweetly dwell !" — 
" I'm a hapless oiplian child, 

g water from tlie welL 



" If mj songs thine car offend, 

I will quickly sileut hej 
Here I^m, without a friend; 

Moslem ! speck — I'll list to tboo." 
"Little inuoeent, nwliile 

Will I shade mc from the sun ; 
With tity Bongs an hour beguile, 

And reward thee when 'tis done." 
" Much I fear my aceeuts rude 

And my songs would worthless be, 
Should my singing be pursued 

Uopefiil of a gift from thee. 
'' Unconstrained, witli simple voice, 

Did my words unheeded flow ; 
I must never more rejoicP, — 

GricfB the lot of man below I 
"With my father's last embrace. 

This he said, and dropped a tear. 
Left onr home with hurrying- pace^ 

Bade my mother nothing fear. 
" He wiia doomed in fight to fall. 

Quickly were the tidings known; 
tiooa she heard tho angel call, 

Died, and left her child alone. 
" Friendless, unprotected, here. 

Want must still my poiliou be; 
Pity, then, my lot severe;— 

Gentle Moideni 1 pity me." 
'■Child of sorrow, wealth is mine; 

Pity loads my heart to prove 
If a spirit dwells in thine, 

Fittiight with gratiladc and love. 
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** I will take thee orplian child, 

And adopt thee as my own ; 
Cease not then thy warblings wild^ 

Though thy toilsome days be flown. 

** rU protect thy tender years, 

Henceforth thy instructor be ; 
Little warbler, di^- thy teai-s. 

Leave thy cruse and follow me.** — Fux. 



CONTENT. 



How glad with smiles the vernal moiu ! 
How gay the dew-bespangled thorn ! 
The lark is up, the welkin rings, 
And with his flock the shepherd sings. 
Oh I let ray days with his be spent, 
In rural shiEides with mild content. 

The blackbird warbles on the bough. 
The milk-maid sings beneath her cow. 
The mower, up with early dawn, 
Prepares to fleece the covered lawn; 
The farmer views his blooming wheat, 
And starts the leveret from her seat : 
Whilst I this lonely vale frequent. 
To muse the praises of content. 

Pleased with my little flock of sheep. 
That on my native downs I keep. 
Mine ai*e the joys of peace and health, 
And sure I want no greater wealth : 
No vain desires my soul infest. 
Nor dwells ambition in my breast^ 
Heaven all such follies to prevent, 
Tamed all my thoughts to calm content. 

Williams. 



82 
THE MISEB. 



Gold many h\mt^> sweai ancL bled for gold ; 

Waked all the night, and laboured all the day. 

And what was this allurement doei thou a^ ? 

A dust dug from the bowels of the eertli, 

Which, being cast into the fire, came out 

A fining thing that fools admired, aad called 

A god ; and in devout and humble plight 

Before it kneeled, the gi'eater to the less ; 

And on its altar sacrificed ease^ peace, 

Truth, faith, integrity ; good conscience, friends. 

Love, charity, benevolence, and all 

The sweet and tender sympathies of Hfe^ 

And, to oomf^ete the kon4d murderows. ritey 

And signalize their fcdly, ofl^red up 

Their souls and an eternity of Uiss, 

To gain them->what ? an hour of dreaaaing joy, 

A feverish hour that hasted to be done. 

And ended in the bitterness of woe. 

!Nrost for the luxuries it bought, the pomp, 

'ilie praise, the glitter, fashion,, and r^&own, 

This yellow phantom followed and adored. 

But there was one in folly further goae» 

With eye awry, incurable, and wild. 

The laughing-stock of devils and of men. 

And by his guardian angei quite given up, 

The Miser, who with dust inanimate 

Held wedded intercourse. Ill-guided wretch I 

Thou miglit*st have seen him, at the midnight hour, — 

When good men slept, and, in light- winged dreams. 

Ascended up to God, — in wasteftil hall. 

With vigilance and fasting trom to skin 

And bone, and wrapped in most debasing rags, 

Tliou might*st liave seen, him bending o*er his heaps, 

And lioldiog strange communion with his gold ; 

And as hi6 thievish senses seemed to hear 

The night-man*s foot approach, starting alaimed ; 

And in his old, decrepit, withered hand. 

That palsy shook, grasping the yellow earth, ' 

To make it sure. Of all God made uprlght| 
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And in their nostrils breathed a living soul, 

Most fallen, most prone, most earthy^ most debased ! 

Of all that sold Eternity for Time, 

None bargained on so easy terms with Beath. 

Illustrious fool ! nay, most inhuman wretch, 

He sat among his hagB, and with a look 

Which hen might be ashamed of, drove the poor 

Away unalms^ and 'midst abundance died. 

Sorest of evils! died of utter want. Pollok. 



TREES CHARACTERIZED 



The sailiiig Pin£; the Cedar^ proud and tall ; 

The vine-prop Ehn ; the PvjpUar^ never dry ; 
The builder OoAr, sole king of forests all ; 
The Atpem, good for staves; the Cpprets^ funeral ; 
llie Laurel, meed fii mighty conquerors 

And poets sage; the Fir that weepeth still; 
The Willow, worn of hopeless paramours ; 

The Yew, obedient to the bender's will ; 

The Birch for shafts; the SaUow for the mill ; 
The Myrrhf sweet bleeding in the bitter wound ; 

The wariike Beech; the Ash, for nothing ill ; 
The fruitful ORve, and the I^laiane round. 
The carver Holm, the Maple, seldom inward sound. 

Spenser. 



TO A FROG. 



Poor being ! wherefore dost thou fly, 
"Why seek la shun my gazing eye, 

Aiid palpitate with Uax ; 
Indn^ a passing traveUer^s sight, - 
And leap not en in vain affright,— ^ 

No cruel foe is here. 

I would but pause awhiie to view 
Thy dappted coat of many a hne. 

Thy; fapid W>«Bd» survey ^ 
And see bow w^ thy lin^ caa glide ' 
A lwg Ui<. ■itdge'^irownfid steeamlet'j Jiide, 
, .Ihinjoumey on my wav. 
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A FAIRY SONG. 



Co3iE, follow, follow me. 

Ye fairy elves that be. 

Light tripping o'er the green. 

Come follow Mab your queen ; 
Iland in hand we'll dance around. 
For this place is fairy ground. 

"WTien mortals are at rest, 

And snoring in theii* nest. 

Unheard and unespied, 

Tlirough the key-holes we do glide ; 
Over tables, stools and shelves, 
We trip it with our fairy elves. 

And if the house is swept, 

And from uncleanness kept, 

We praise the household maid. 

And surely she is paid; 
For every night, before we go. 
We drop a sixpence in her shoe. 

Then o'er a mushroom's head, . 

Oiu* table-cloth we spread ; 

A grain of rye or wheat 

The diet that we eat: 
Pearly drops of dew we drink. 
In acorn-cups filled to the brink. 

The grasshopper, gnat and fly. 

Serve for our minstrelsy ; 

Grace said, we dance awhile. 

And so the time beguile ; 
And^if the moon doth hide her head. 
The glow-worm lights us home to bed. 

O'er tops of dewy grass 

So nimbly do we pass. 

The young and tender stalk 

Ne'er bends where we do walk; 
Yet in the morning may be seen 
Where we the night before have been* 

8HAf:sP£ABC. 
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^INES IN PRAISE OF A GOOSE-QUILL 



llie words of tbo wise man tbus preach to us all, 

** Despise not the worth of those things that aro small." 

>yi£ quill of the goose is a very slight things 
jrf Qt it feathers the arrow that flics from the string : 
'^akes the bird it belongs to rise high in its flight, 
And the jack it has oiled against dinner go right. 
^t brightens the floor when turned to a broom. 
And brushes down cobwebs at the top of the room ; 
^ts plumage by age into figures is wrought ; 
^t's as soft as the hand, and as quick as the tlionght ; 
It w^rms in a muff, and cools in a screen, 
tt is good to be felt, it is good to be seen, 
When, wantonly waving, it makes a fine show 
On the crest of the wanior, or that of the beau. 
*l1ie quill of the goose (I shall never have done. 
If through all its perfections and praises I run,) 
Makes the harpsichord vocal, which else would be mute : 
And enlivens the sound, the sweet sound of the flute ; 
Records what is written, in verse or in prose, 
By Ramsay, by Cambmy, by 'Boyle, or Despreaux. 
Therefore Well did the wise men thus preach to us all, 
*' Despise not the woHh of those things that are small/* 

Bishop Atterburv. 



MAY MORNING. 

Now the bright morning star, day's hai'binger. 

Cornea dancing from the East, and leads with her 

The flowery May, and from her green lap throws 

The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose. 

Hail, bounteous May ! that dost inspire 

Mirth and youth, and gay desire ; 

Wood and dales are of thy dressing, 

Hill and valley own thy blessing ; 

Thus we salute thee with our early song, 

And welcome thee^ and wish thee lon^.— -M^v^'C^^ 



TUE ICALEID03COPE. 

MvsTic trifle, whose perfectitin 
Lies JD multiplied reSectioii, 
Let na from thy Bparliliiig slore 
Hraw a few reflections more. 
In thj' magic pircle rise 
AH tilings men ho d^ail; pi'ize, 
Stars, and crowns, and glitteiing tluogs, 
SucliMgrapEllie courts of kings; 
IteauteouB fignres ever twining, 
Gems witli brilliaut lustre sliimiij; 
Turn the tu1>c ; bow qiiieli they jaaoy— 
Crowns and stars prove broken gUkSst 

Trifle! let us from tbj store 
Draw a few refluctioiui more. 
Who could from Ihj outward cue 
Half ttiy liiddcn beauties trace! 
Who from »ucb extoi'ior sliow 
Uucss tlie geiue within that glowl 
Emblem of the raiud divine. 
Cased witliiu ila mortal sbiinc! 

Once again: the miser views 
Thy sparkling gems, tbjr gulden hues; 
And, ignorant of tliy beauty's cause. 
Ilia own coiiclusioua sordid draws; 
ImaginoB thoo a Cikskol fair 
Of gorgeous jewels rich and rare ; 
Impatient his insatiate soul 
To be the owner of the whole. 
He breaks thee ope, and iiews within 
Home bits of gloss, — a tube of tin! 
Such -ore riches, valued true. 
Such tlie illusions men pursue '. — W, IL SL ' 



THE BANKS OF YARHOW. 

Tirv hanks were bouny, Yarrow slream! 

Wlieu first by them I met mj lovor; 

Thy banks, how drcatr. Yarrow slrenin ! 

Wlieonow thy wa\ca\«B\»A^ corw. 



THE BANKS OF YARROW. 8? 

Por ever now, oh, Yarrow stream ! 

Art thou to me a stream of sorrow ; 
For never on thy banks shall I 

Behold my lovfe, the flower of Yanwr. 

He promised me a milk-white steed, 

To bear me to his fathei-'s bowers : 
He promised me a little page, 

To «q[«itre me to liis iather*« towers : 
He promised me a weddin^ring, 

Tlie wedding day was fixed to-moiTow : 
—Now he is wedded to his grave, 
' Alas ! his watery gt*ave at Yakrow, 

His mother from the xvindow looked, 

Wi^ all the lo^giug of a mother ; 
His little sister, weeping, walked 

The greenwood path, to meet her brotli&r. 
They sought him east, tliey sought him west, 

They sought him all the forest thorough ; 
They only saw the cloud of night, 

liiey only heard, the roar of Yarrow. 

No longer from the window look, 

Thou hast no son, oh, wretched motherl 
No longer weep, thou lovely maid, 

Alas ! thou hast no more a brother. 
No longer seek him east and west. 

And search no more the forest thorougli ; 
For wandering in the night so dark. 

He fell, a iSeless corse, in Yarrow. 

The tear shall never leave my cheek. 

No other youth shall be my marrow ^^ 
I'U seek thy body in the sti'eam, 

And then by thee I'll sleep in Yiwraw. 
— The tear did never leave her cheek, 

No other youth became her marrow; 
She found his body in the stream, . 

And now by him sh^ sleeps in Yarrow. . 

LOGAK. 
* Husband. 



88 
NOTHING. 

Mysterious Nothing I How shall I define 

Thy shapeless, baseless, placeless emptineds I 
Nor form, nor colour, sound, nor size aro tl4uo> 

Nor words, nor figures, can thy void express. 
But though we cannot thee to anght compare. 

To thee a thousand things may likened bo ; 
And though thou art nobody, and no where. 

Yet half mankind devote themselves to thee. 
How many books thy history contain ! 

How many heads thy mighty plans pursue ! 
Wli^t labouring hands thy portion only gain ! 

"What busy men thy only doings do ! 
To thee the great, the proud, the giddy bend, 
And^ like my sonnet, all in Nothing end. 

PORSON, 



TIME. 



Time's an hand Vbreadth ; *tis a tale; 
'Tis a vessel under sail ; 
'Tis an eagle on its way. 
Darting down upon its prey; 
'Tis an arrow in its flight, 
!Mocking the pursuing sight ; 
'Tis a short-lived fading flower ; 
'Tis a rainbow on a shower; 
'Tis a momentary ray, 
Smiling in a winter's day ; 
'Tis a torrent*s rapid stream; 
'Tis a shadow ; 'tis a dream ; 
Tis the closing watch of night, 
Dying at the rising light; 
'Tis a bubble ; ' tis a sigh ; 
Be prepared, O man I to die. 

Francis Quarles, 1634 
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THE MEMIAID'S SONG. 

Now the dancing sunbeams play 
On the green and glassy sea, 

Come, and I will lead the way, 
Where the pearly treasures be. 

Come with me, and we will go, 

Where the rocks of coi-al grow ; 
iFoUow I follow ! follow me ! 

Come ! behold what treasures lie, 
Far beneath the rolling waves ; 

Riches hid from human eye, 
Dimly shine in ocean's caves. 

Ebbing tides bear no delay, 

Stormy winds are far away. 
Follow! follow! follow me! - 



ENGLAND'S MERRY DELLS, 



Hail ! hail to England's merry bells ! 
How oft, when in a foreign clime, 
I've heard the never-varying chime. 
Which falls like sadness on the ear. 
And speaks of vows and penance drear! 
How oft my wandeiing thoughts would roam 
To England's free and happy home, 
Her cultured fields and woody dells. 
And sigh for England's merry bells \ 

Hail ! hail to England's merry bells ! 
Long stand those holy fanes which send 
Your peaceful music o'er the land I 
May they resound to latest days 
With sacred hymns of prayer and praise J 
And long may public, private weal. 
Be welcomed by an echoing peal ! 
I love to hear that joyful tone, 
* Which makes our neighbour's bliss our own ; 
Of fi-ank and social joy it tells, 
Diffused by England's merry bells ! 



TO THE nAINBOW. 



TftiUHPBAi^ arch, tliat (iti'at tlie ek^-, 

"Wlien Btonns prepare to pari, 
I ask not pnnid Philosophy 

To teacli ma wliat thou arl — 
Still seem, aa to my childhood's sig'.it, 

A inldnaj station given. 
For liappy spirits to aliglit 

Betwixt the oarllt and heaven. 
Can all tlmt optics teach unfold 

Thy fann to please me so. 
As when I draamt of gems and gold 

Hid in thy radiant how? 
When Sdenco from Croalion's face 

Knclianluieiit'H veil withdraws, 
What lovely viuions yield thoir place 

To cold material laws 1 
And yet, fair Bow, no fabling dreams. 

But words (if the Most Uigh, 
nave told why flrel tliy rolie of beams 

Was woven in the sky. 
Wlicn o'er the green tuideloged earth. 

Heaven's covenonti thoa didat sbioe, 
llow caine the world's gray Jather^ fortb. 

To watch lliy gacrod sign ! 
And when its yellow lustre smiled 

O'er monntaiiu yet uutrod, 
Ecich mother held aloft her cldtd. 

To bless the Bow of God. 
Hcthinks, tliy jubilee to keep, 

The fimt-made anthem rang, 
On earth delivered from the deep. 

And (lie first poet sang. 
Nor ever shall the Muse's eye ,' 

Unrapturad greet thy beam ; .'.' 

Theme of primeval prophecy. 

Be etiU liie pgat's theme. 
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The earth to thee its incense fields, 

The lark thy welcome sings. 
When guttering in the freshened fields 

Tbe snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious is thy girdle cast 

0*er mountain, tower, and town. 
Or mirrored in the ocean vast, 

A Uiousand fathoms down. 

As fresh in yon horizon dark. 

As young thy beauties geem. 
As when the eagle from, the ark 

First sported in thy beam. 

For faithful to its s^red page, 

Heaven still rebuilds thy span^ 
Nor lets the type grow pale with age, 

That first spoke peace to man.—^AMPBELi.. 



A WINTER EVENING IN THE LIBRARY. 

'Tis Winter, cold and rude, 

deap, heap the warmii^ wood ; 
The wild wind hums his sullen song to-niglit; 

Oh, heaif that pattering shower ! 

Haste, boy! — this gloomy hour 
Demands f^ef ; the cheerful tapers light. 

Though now my home around 

Still roars the wintry sound, 
Methinks 'tis Summer by this festive XHsao ! 

My books, companions dear. 

In seemly ranks appeal* 
And glisten to my fire's far-flashing rays, 
« * « * 

Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast, 
Let fall, the curtains, wheel the sofa round ; 
And while the bubbling and loud-hissing urn 
Throws up a steamy coiunm, and the cups, 
Which cheer, but not inebriate, wait on each, 
SjP let us welcome peaceful evening ia. — Cowpeb 



S2 
RECOLLECTIONa 

I WONDER what they've done with the pine, 
Where the redbreast came to sing, — 

With the maple, too, where the wandering vie 
So wildly used to fling 

Its loaded arms from bough to bough. 

And if they gather the grapes there now. 

I should like to kaow if they've killed the bee. 

And carried away the hive ; 
If they've broken the heart of my chestnut-tr( 

Or left it still to survive, 
And its laughing burs are showering down 
'J'heir loosened treasures of shining brown. 

And there was a beautiful pond, that stood 

Like an ample azure vase ; 
Or a mirror embosomed in wild greenwood, 

For the sun to see his face : 
Have they torn up its lilies, to open a sluice, 
And let that peaceful prisoner loose ? 

Perhaps they've ruined the ancient oak, 
That gave me its grateful sliade ! 

And its own dead root in its bed is broke. 
By the plough from its branches made ; 

Nor am I sure I could find the spot. 

Where I had my bower and my mossy grot. 

And shall I go back to my first loved hom-", 

To find how all is changed ? 
Alone o'er those altered scenes to roam. 

From my early self estranged? 
Shall I bend me o'er the glassy brook, 
No more on the face of a child to look? 

No ! no ! for tliat loveliest spot upon earth 

Let memory's charm suffice ! 
But the spirit will long to the place of her biri 

From time and its change to rise ; 
To soar and recover her final bloom, 
AVhen Death with his trophy has stopped a< 
tomlk Mves Goui 
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TIIE INVITATION TO BIRDS. 

Ye gentle warblers ! bit her fly. 

And sliun the noon-tide beat ; 
My shrubs a cooling sbade supply, 

My groves a safe retreat. 

Here freely bop from spray to spray. 

And weave tbe mossy nest ; 
Here rove and sing* tbe live-long day, 

At nigbt here sweetly rest* 

Amid this cool transparent lill. 

That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 

And revel in the sbade. 

No school-boy rude, to mischief prone. 

Here shows his ruddy face; 
Or twangs bis bow, or hurls a stone, 

In this sequestered place. 

Hither tbe vocal thrush repaii-s. 

Secure the linnet sings ; 
Tbe goldfinch dreads no aliuiy snares 

To clog her painted wings. 

Sweet nightingale, oh ! quit thy haunt, 

Yon distant woods among. 
And round my friendly gi-otto chant 

Thy sadly-pleasing song. 

Let not the harmless redbreast fear. 

Domestic bird, to come. 
And seek a safe asylum here. 

With one that loves his home. 

My trees for you, ye artless tribe. 

Shall store of fniit preserve ; 
Oh ! let me thus your friendsMp bribe, 

Come, feed without reserve. 

For you those cherries I protect. 

To you these plums belong; 
Sweet is the fruit that you have pecked. 

But sweeter fer your song. — GBAVsb* 
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THE WEAVER'S WIFE. 



Oh, WiHy, you're a weaver gottd 

As ever shnttle threw, — 
The* Invd which threads the taagled wood. 

Winds not his way more true ; 
Buty Wi^y^ you're an old man now, 

Your haad fiies not so fast ; 
The drift of age is <m your brow, — 

Your working-day is past ! 

Ah ! 'tis a long day. Will, since wh?n 

-I knew thee but a child. 
As lively as the jerking wren. 

As warbling woodlark wild ; — 
These locks were then of youthful wlqte. 

Which now are aged gray ; 
These fiaiUng eyes were full of light 

As heaven is in May. 

'Tis time has changed you only, Will, 

You have not changed yourself. 
By passions which their thousands kill, 

Nor sold your dajrs for pelf ; 
Chir diildren bless your aged head. 

Their children bless it too ; 
And when you rest among the dead, 

Their teara will follow you. 

Then let me kiss that comely cheek. 

Where lingers still the smile 
Tliat cheered me, when the world was bloak, 

With many a pleasant wile. 
Thishaiod, Uiat trembles now in nun€^ 

The tear that fills your eye, 
. C^baJe^. our hearts know no decline, 

Nor shall they till we die ! 

God meant us for each other, WHT, 

. For both our Hves have run 
Tbgether, and are wovwi still* 

L&e many threads m one? * ^^ 
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In infancy, I mind it well, 

Om* mothers, in their glee, 
Paired Willj Green with Lucy Bell, 

And so it came to be« 

I've been your wife now fifty yeara^ 

And tiave endured my share 
Of mothers* pangs and mothers' fears^ 

But not an hour of care ! 
Smooth as the current at our door. 

My days ran calm and even. 
Cheered on by hope when we were poor,-^ 

Our confid^ice in heaven. 

We have not hr to tread the hill. 

Ere we shall part with pain ; 
Bat- theie^s a world beyoiid us. Will, 

Where we shall meet again ; 
Our love^ which here had little drossy 

Shall there be more refined ; 
And all our sins — oh, welcome loss ! ] 

Forgotteu, left behind. 

Cornelius Webpe. 



THE ROSE. 



The rose had been washed, just washed by a shower, 

Winch Mary ta Anna conveyed ; 
The plentiful moisture encompassed the flower 

And weighed down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fiUed, and the leaves were aH wet, 

And il seemed to a fanciful view. 
To weep for the buds it had left with regret 

On the beautiful spot where it grew. 

I hastily seized it, imfit as it was 

For a nosegay, so diipping and drownedt 

And swinging it inidely, too rudely, alas I 

I sxiapp^itip-it f^U to the ground. — Cowfx^. 



TIME. 

Time speetls away — away— awaj : 

Anolher hour — another day — 

Anotliet month — anotlier year — 

Drop from us like the leaflets Bear j 

Drop like tbe life-hlood from our 1iearl4, 

The roHe-b!oom from the cheek dt)piirt% 

Tlie tresses from the temples fall, 

The eye grows ditn and strange lo all. 

Hme speeds away— away — awaj'. 

Like torrent ia a, storaiy day; 

He undemiineB the stately tower, 

Uproots the tree, and snaps the flower; 

And sweeps from oar dUlracted breast 

The friends that loved — tbe friends tbiit ble^tt 

And leaves us weeping on the shore 

To which they cod return no more. 

Time speeds owoy— away — away : 

No eagle throuf;h the skies of day. 

No wind along the hills, can flee 

So swiftly or so smooth as be. 

Like fiery steed, from stajre to singe, 

lie bears us on fi-oin youth to age ; 

'ITien plunges in the feavfiU sea 

Of fathomless Elemiiy, Knox. 

TO A LITTLE BOY, 



U CHUEi. ! — roiild Iby infant bosom find 
No pleasure hut in others' misery? 
Oon;o, let me tear thee from thy parents' atms. 
As thou hast torn these half-fledgi^ innocenli, 
And dash thee naked on the cold bare stones, 
All in thy tender mothei''s aching sight. — 
But Ihou art young, and knowest not yet the catt» 
Tlie pangs, the fedlngs of an anxious parent, 
Else would thy heart, by sad experience taaglit. 
Weep o'er the little ruined family, 
I Aad laovm the ill thy ctuqI hand, bos done. 

Ll 
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BEPOKT OF AN ADJUDGED CASE NOT TO 
BE FOUND IN ANY OF THE BOOKS. 



BxTWEKK Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose, 
The spectacles set them unhappily wrong : 

Tlie point in dispute was, as well the world knows, 
To which the said spectacles ought to belong. 

80 Tongue was the lawyer, and argued the cause 

With a great deal of sldll and a wig full of learning : 
While chief baron Ear sat to balance the laws, 

So fiuned for his talent in nicely discerning. 

• 

In bdialf of the Nose it will quickly appear, 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubtedly find, 

That the Nose has had spectacles always in wear. 
Which amounts to possession time out of mind. 

Than holding the spectacles up to the court, — 
Your hMKtohip observes they are made with a straddle, 

Aa vide as the ridge of the Nose is; in short, 
Designed to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

Again, would your lordship a moment suppose 
(*Ti8 a case that has happened, and may be again,) 

That Uie visage or countenance had not a nose. 
Fray who would, or who could, wear spectacles then! 

On the whole it appears, and my argument shows. 
With a reasoning the court will never condemn. 

That the spectacles plainly were made for the Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them. 

Then slufting his side (as a lawyer knows how), 

He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes : 
But what were his arguments few people know. 

For the court did not think they were equally wise. 

So his lordship decreed, with a grave solemn tone. 
Decisive and clear, without one if or bui — 

That whenever the Nos&put his spectacles on. 
By daylight or candlelight, — ^Eyes should be shut. 



i 



Nig bt is the time for rest ; 

How fiwoet when lithotirs eloae. 
To gatlier round an acliing breast 

TJie curtain of repoes; 
Stretch tlie tired limbs, ond lay the lieafl 
Upon otir own delightful bed I 

Niglit ia (lie time for dreams ; 

The gay romance of life, 
Wlien triitli that is, and truth (hat Beema, 

Blend in fantastic strife; 
Ah ! visions less beguiling far 
Xban nuking dreams by daylight ate ! 

Might is the time far toil ; 

To plough the classic field, 
foteiit to find the buried spoil' 

JtB wealthy fiirroiva yield ; 
Till all is ours that Sages taught. 
That poets sang, or hurocs wrought. 

Tbose graves of memoi^ where sleep 

Tile joys of other jeai-s ; 
Hopes eliat wero angels in thoir birth, 
But perished young, like things on eactli 

Nighl is the time to watch; 

On Ocean's dark expanse. 
To liail the Pleiudes, or catc-b 

The full Mooa's earliest glnuce. 
That brin^ unto the lionie«ick mind 
All we hiive lovr:d and Icift behliidi 

Night is the time for care; 

Bruuding on hours mis-sjient. 
To see the sjicctrc of Ueapa^ 

Come to our lonely t^iit ; 
I^e Brutna 'midst his slumbering Ium^ 
iStm-tlud by CGGsa.t's Gta\-naiv ^Iuki. 
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Nigjht is the time to muse; 

Then from the eye the soul 
Takes flight, and with expanding ^ewB, 

Beyond the staiTy pole, 
Descries athwart the abyss of night 

The dawn of uncreated light. 

Kight is the time to pray ; 

Our Savionr oft withdrew 
To deseit mountains far away ; . 

So wiU his foU«wers do; 
Steal from the throng to haunts untrod. 
And hold communion there with God. 

Night is the time for death ; 

When all around is peace. 
Calmly to yield the weary breath, 

From sin and suffering cease ; 
Think of Heaven's bliss, and give tlie sign 
T& parting fiieoads, — such death be mine ! 

James Mo:ntgomery. 



THE ALPS AT DAY-BKEAK. 



The sun-beams streak the azure skies. 
And line wiiii Ught the mountain's brow; 

With hounds And horns tlie himters rise. 
And chase the roe-buck through the snow. 

The goats wind slow their wonted way. 

Up cra.;:gy steeps and ridges rude. 
Marked by the wild wolf for his prey. 

From desert cave or hangiug wood. 

And while the torrent thunders loud. 

And as the echoing clifGi reply, 
Tke huts pe(>p o'er the morning cloud. 

Perched like an eagle's nest 4>n high. — Booers. 
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THE COMING-IN OP SPRING. 

Tbe voice of Spring,— the voice of Spring, 

I hear it from afar I — 
He comes with sunlight on his wing. 

And ray of morning star : 
His impulse thrills through rill and fiood, 

It throbs along the main, — ' 
'Tis stirring in the waking wood. 

And trembling o'er the plain. 
Tlie cuclcoa'a cull from bill to hill 

Announces he is nigh ; 
The nightingale has fonnd tbc rill 

She loved to warhle by; 
The thrush to sing is all athirst. 

But will not till he see 
Some sign of him, — then out will burst, 

The treasured melody I 
He comes, becomes! Behold, behold_! 

That glory in the east. 
Of buruins beams of glowing gold. 

And liglit by light increased ! 
The heavy clouds have rolled awuy 

That darkened sky and earth. 
And blue and splendid brealis tlie day. 

With universal mirth. 
Already, to the skies the lark 

Mounts fast on dewy wings — 
Already, roimd the heaven, hark, j 

His happy anthem rings — 
Already, Eaith unto her heart 

lahales the genial heal — 
Already, see the flowers start 

To beautify his feet ! 
The violet is sweetening now 

The air of hill and del! ; 
The snow^^^opB, that from Winter's brow 

As he retreated fell. 
Have turned to flowers, and gem the bowers 

Where late the wild storm whirled, 
Aod warmer rays, with length' nmg d»yp. 
Give verdure to the world. 
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The work is done ; — but there is one 

Who has the task assignedy— 
Who guides the serviceable Sun, 

And gathers up the wind, — 
Who showers down the needful rain 

He measures in His hand, — 
And rears the tendernspringing grain. 

That life may fill the lan£ 

The pleasant Spring, the joyous Spring ! 

Uis course is onward now; 
He comes with sunlight on his wing, 

And beauty on his brow ; 
His impulse thrills through rill and flood, 

And thiobs along the main, — 
Tis stirring in the waking wood. 

And trembling o*er the plain. 

Cornelius Webbe. 



TWILIGHT. 



I LOVE thee, Twilight ! as thy shadows roll. 
The calm of evening steals upon my soul. 
Sublimely tender, solemnly serene. 
Still as the hour, enchanting as the scene. 
I love. thee. Twilight ! for thy gleams impart 
Their dear, their dying influence to my heart. 
When o*er the harp of thought thy passing wind 
Awakens all the music of the mind, v 
And Joy and Sorrow, as the spirit bums, 
And Hope and Memory sweep the chords by turns. 
While Contemplation, on seraphic wings, 
Mounts with the flame of sacrifice, and sings. 
Twilight ! I love thee ; let thy glooms increase,' 
Till every feeling, every pulse, is peace. 
Slow from the sl^ the Ught of day declines, 
• Clearer within the dawn of glory shines, 
Revealingy in the hour of Nature's rest, 
A world of wonders in the poet's breast ; 
Deeper, O Twilight ! then thy shadows roll/— 
An awAil vision opens on my soul,— Ma:r*s^o1&^vi% 



THE BEE'S "WINTER RETREAT. 

Go, while summer suns are briglit, ' 
TaJiQ at targe iby wondoriug flight : 
Go, and load thy tiny feet 
"Witli everj rich aiid various sweet j 
Cling around die flowering tbom. 
Dive io the woodbine's honied hem : 
Seek the wild rose that shades the dell, 
Explore tlie foxglove's trecklcd b^ 
Or in the limtli-fiower's fairy cop 
Drink the fi'agrant spirit up. 
Bot when the mpadotrs shall he mowD, 
And summer garinnds overblown, 
Then cume, thoulittlti busy bee, 
- And let thy homestead he with me:' 
• There, sheltered by tbe straw-bnilt hive. 
In my garden thou uhalt live: 
There for thee in autunm blowa 
The Indian pink and latest rose. 
The mignionelte pcrfiimes tlie air. 
And stocks, unfading flowers, ore tbsK. 
• Vet think not when tbe tempests ooms, 
r And drive thee to thy waxen home, 
rl^t I sliall then, most treacberoualy, 
"W thy honey murder thee ; 

h, no ! — throughout the winter drear 
']*H feed tliee, thsit miother year 
Thou may'st renew thy industry 
Among the flowei^, thou busy beol 



I A WORD OP ADVICE TO THE MSCONTEWTEP. 



Tsebe's discontent from sceptre Co tile swi 
And from the peasant to the liing again. 
Then whatsoever in tliy will nfflict tliea, 
Or ill thy pleasuro seem to contradiut lhe«. 
Give It u Wdlcomc as a wholesome Iriend. 
That wooid instruct thee to a. bettor end. 
Since no cooditjon fj'um defect is froc, 
TJuaknot to find whtA'bietc cam. neswbe. 
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FAME. 

Of all«tfi»idiaiit6iii8 fleetiDg in the miift 
Of 'Sko», tkoiigii meagre all, aiid ghostly tiiii^ 
MoBlrmttihatsBiial, uneesential iriiade. 
Was eiurtfaly Fame. She was a voice aloae^ 
And dwelt nipon the noisy tongues of men. 
She nearer Uiought, but gabbled ever on, 
AppUwding most what least deserved applause. 
The motive, the result, was nought to her,^' 
The de€4 alone, though dyed in human gore. 
And steeped in widows' tears, if it stood oat 
To prominent' display, she talked of much, 
Aad roared around it with a thousand tongues. 
As chsnged the wind, her organ, so she changed 
Perpetually; and whom she praised tO'^y, 
Vexmg his ear with acclamations loud. 
To-morrow blamed, and hissed him out of dght. 

Such was her natnre, and her praetioe such,— 
But dhi her voice was sweet to mortal ears* 
And^twiehed so pleasantly the strings of pride 
Afid mnity, which in the heart' of man 
Wene ever strung harmonious to her note. 
That many thought to live without her song 
Was raUier death tlum life — To live unknown, 
Unnoticed, unrenowned ! to die unpraise^i 
Unepitaphed ! to go down to the pit. 
And mcmlder into dust among vile worms. 
And lewire no whispeiing of a name on earth ! 
Sndk tiioqght^ was cold about the heart, and ciiilled 
The blood. Wiio could endure it ? who could choose 
Without a struggle,, to be swept away 
From all remembrance, and have part no more 
With living men ? Philosophy failed here. 
And self-approving pride* Ueaee it became 
The aim of most, and main pursuit, to win 
A nam6,. to leave some vestige as they p^fisedi 
That following ages might discern, they oivce 
Had been on earth| &nd acted something.^ere. 

' FOLLOK. 
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; ODE COUNTBY AND OUR HOME. 

TnEKE is a. land, of every land ths pride, 
Brioved by heaven, o'er all the world beside ; 
Where brighter suns dispense serener light. 
And milder moona emparodise tlic night ; 
A laiid of beauty, virtue, valour, truth, 
Timc-tiLtored age, and lovc-cxalte<l youth: 
The wandering mariner, whose eye explores 
The wealthiest isles, the nioBt enchanting diores, 
Views not a realm so beautiful and fair. 
Nor breathes the spirit of a, purer air ; 
In eveiy cliroe the magnet of his soul. 
Touched by remembrance, trembles to thU pole ; 
For in this laud of heaven's peculiar grace, 
The heritage of natiire'a noblest race. 
There is a spot of earth supremely blessed, 
A dearer, sweeter spot than all the rest. 
Where man, creation's tyrant, casts aside 
His sword and sceptre, i>ag;eantry and pride, ' 
Wliilc in his softened Ionics bentj,'nly blend 
The sire, the son, the husband, father, friend : 
Here woman reigns ; the motlier, daughter, wifi^ 
Strews wilh fresh flowers the narrow way of life i 
In the clear heaven of lier deligiitfiil eye. 
An angel-guard of loves and graces lie ; 
Around her kiiees domestic duties meet. 
And fire-side pleasures gambol at her feet. 
" Where shull thai land, that tpol of earlh be foQDd 
Art thou B. man! — a patriot! — look around ; 
Oh ! thou shalt find, howe'er thy foolalepB row 
That hind Ihy country, and tliat spot Ihg home. 
Jakes MoKTeoM 



THE MILK-MAID. 

Habk! to yonder milk-Tuaid singing 
Clieerly u"er the brimming paU ; 

Cowslips all around her springing 
Sweetly point libe giAdea-s«ie. 
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Never yet did comily maiden 

Move 80 aprightly^ look so fair; 
Never breast with jewels laden 

Poured a song so void of care. 

Happy she^ o'er hills and mountains, 

Free from fetters, blithe to rove. 
Fearless taste the crystal fountains, 

Peaceful sleep beneath the grove. 

Shenstone. 



THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS. 

How happily, how happily the flowers die away I 
Oh^ could we but return to earth as easily as they ! 
Just live a life of sunshine, of innocence and bloom. 
Then drop without decrepitude, or pain, into the tomb. 

The gay and glorious creatures! they neither ^toil noi' 

spin," 
Yet, lo! what goodly raiment they are all apparelled in ; 
No tears are on their beauty, but dewy gems more bright 
Than ever brow of eastern queen endiademed with light. 

The. young rejoicing creatures ! their pleasures never pall; 
Nor lose in sweet contentment, because so free to all ! 
The dew, the showers, the sunshine, the balmy, blessed 

air, 
Spend nothing of their freshness, though all may freely 

share. 

The happy, careless creatures ! of time they take no heed ; 
Nor weary of his creeping, nor tremble at his speed; 
Nor sigh with sick impatience, and wish the light away; 
Nor when 'tis gone, cry dolefully, ** Would God, thiftt it 
were day !*' 

And when their lives are over, they drop away to rest. 
Unconscious of the final doom, on Nature's holy breast; 
No pain have they in dying — no shrinking from decay,— 
Oh, could we but return to earth as easily as they? 

Miss Bowles, 



THE POPLARS. 

The poplars are felled, adien to tlia shaiU," 
And the wLispering Buond of the cool coloQilcidej 
The wiads play no longer aud slug in their leavea, 
Mor the Ouse on ila surface their image receives. 

Twelve years had elapeed nnoe I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the bank where they grew, 
^V^len behold! oii their sidea in the grass they were laid, 
And I sale oa the trees under wliicli 1 had atraf ed. 

The blaekbird had sought out another retreat, 
Where llio hoxels afford him a £arc«ii from the boat ; 
And the scene where his notes had oft charmed me before. 
Shall resound with his smooth-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive yeai's arcall husteniug nway. 

And 1 must myself lie as lowly as they, -^h 

With a turf at my breast, and a atone at my head, ^^M 

Ere another euch grove rises np iu its stead. ^^M 

(The change both my heart and my fency employs, ^^H 
And I think of the frailty of man aud his joys ; ^^M 

^Sbnt-lived as we are, yet onr pleustires, we see, ^^H 

Eave a still shorter date, and die soatier than we. ^^H 
THE IJEATH OF FLOWERS. ^M 

The melanolioly days are come, the saddest of the year. 
Of wailing winds, aud naked woods, and meadows brown 
Heaped in the hollows of the grove, the withered leaves lii' 

Tlioy rusUe to the eddying gust, aud to the rabbi I's tread. 
The robin and the wreu are flown, and Iroui the shrub ihi; 

And from the wood-top colls the crow, through all B> j 
gloomy day. ■■ 



THE DCATK: OF FLOWERS. 107 

"Where are the flowers, the fah* young flowers, that lately 

sprung and stood. 
In brighter light and softer airs, a heauteous sisterliood ? 
Alas! thcrf all are in the graves, — the §p&nile race of 

Are lyh^g is iheir lowly beds, with the fair and good of 

euMk 
The rain ii^iailing where they lie ; hut the cold November 



Calls not from put the gloomy earth the- lovely ones again. 

The wuid-4ower and the violet, they perished long ago. 
And tiie'wild rose and the orchis died amid the Summer 

glow; 
But on the hill the golden-rod, and the aster in the wood, 
And the yellow sun-fl(^wer by the brook, in Autumn beauty 

stood. 
Till fell the .fi>ost &om the clear, cold heaven, as falls the 

plague on men. 
And the brightness of their smile was gone from upland, 

glade, and glen. 

And now when comes the calm, mild day, as still such days 

willoome, 
To call the squirrel and the bee from out their winter 

hom% 
When the sound of dropping nuts is heard» though all the 

trees are still. 
And twinkle in the smoky light the waters of the rill, 
The south wind searches for the flowers whose fragrance 

late he bore. 
And sighs to find them in the wood and by the stream no 

more. 
And then I think of one who in her youthful beauty died, 
The fair, meek blossom, that grew up, and £Ebded by my 

side : 
In the cold moist earth we laid her when the forest cast 

the leaf, - 

And we wept that one so lovely should have a life so 

brief; 
Yet not unmeet it was, that one like that youngs friend of 

ours, 
So gentle and so beantiful, should perish with f^ flowers. 
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THE LINNET'S NEST. 

Tbe busy birds, with nice ielection, cull 
Soft thistle-down, gray moss, and scattered wool; 
Far from each prying eye the nest prcpnre, 
Formed of warm mogs.Bnd lined with Boftesthair. 
Week after week, regardless of her food. 
The incumbent linnet warms lier future brood ; 
Each spotted egg with ivoi^ bill she turtia. 
Day aft«r day with fond impatience baroa; 
Hears the young prisoner chirping in hia eell, 
And breaks in liemispheres the fragile HheU. 

Darwin. 



THE HUNTING MORNING. 

Wakek ! lords and ladies gay. 
On the mountain dawns the day- 
All the jolly cliase is here. 
With hawk and liorso, and himting-qieAri 
Hounds are in their conples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling,' 
Merrily, merily mingle they ; 
Waken ! lords and ladies gay. 

Woken ! lords and ladies guy. 
The mist has left the mountain gray: 
Springlets in the dawn are streaming, 
Diamonds oa the brake are gleaming! 
And foresters liave busy been 
To track the buck in thicket green. 
Now we eome to chaimt our lay, 
Waken I lords and ladies gay. 

We can show you where he lies, 
fleet of foot, and tall of size ; 
We can sliow the marks he made, 
When 'gainst the oalt liisantlera frayed. 
You shall see him brought to bay ; 
Waken ! lords and Udiea gay. 
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Louder, louder, chaunt the lay ! 

Waken ! lords and ladies gay ; 

Tell them, youth and mirth and glee ; 

Run a course as well as we ; 

Time, stem huntsman ! who can baulk,^ 

Staunch as hound, and fleet as hawk?j 

Think of this, and rise with day,] 

Gentle lords and ladies gay. 

Sir W. Scott. 



THE REPOSE AFTER THE CHASE. 

HuNT^MAx rest ! thy chase is done; 

Sleep, and may soft dreams assail ye, 
Fear not, with the rising sun. 

Bugles here shall sound reveillie : 
Sleep ! the deer is in his den, 

Sleep ! thy hounds are by thee lying ; 
Sleep ! nor dream, in yonder glen 

How thy gallant steed lay dying. 
Huntsman rest ; the chase is done^ 

Think not of the rising sun, 
For at dawning to assail ye. 

Here no horn shall sound reveillie. 

Sir W. Scott. 



THE OWL. 



While moonlight, silvering all the walls, 
Through every mouldering crevice falls^ 
(Tipping with white his powdery plume, * 
As shades or shifts the changing gloom^) 
The owl that, watching in the heira. 
Sees the mouse creeping in the corn. 
Sits still and shuts his round blue eyes ' 
As if he slept, — until he spies 
The little beast within his stretchy- 
Then starts^ and seizes on the wretch I 

BvtleR' 



mo 

ePBING. 

When early primvoses appear. 

And Tale^ are decked with daffbdik^ 
I hail the new-reviving year. 

And soothing hope my bosom fills; 
The lambkin bleating on the plain. 

The swallow, seen with gladdened eye, 
The welcome cuckoo's merry strain. 

Proclaim the joyful summer nigh. 

' Tne ploughman whistling o'er the lea, 

The clacking of yon distant mill, 
The throstle on the budding tree. 

The towering dcylark's early triH, 
The whispers of the western breeze, 

Tlie. prattling brook that winds along, — 
Such sylvan sounds my fancy please, 

Supply my theme of early song. 

The fmitful orchard's lovely bloom 

Now ushers in the sprightful May; 
The skies have lost their wintry glooflo. 

The chilling gales are flown away; 
Returning nightingales appear. 

And charm with song the midnight hour; 
And I their melting notes to hear. 

Frequent my lone sequestered bower. 

Williams. 



THE GOOD MORROW. 

pA»T, clouds, away! and welcoaie Axfy • 

With night we banish soitow ; 
Sweet air, blow 80<% *. monnt, larks, aio^ 

To give my love good-morrow ! 
Wings from the wind, to j^ease h«: mlad,' 

Notes from the lark 1*11 borrow ; 
Bird, prune thy wing, nigh^agala 

t^ bid my love good-morrow. 



THE GOOE-MORBOW. 1 1 1 

Wake from thy nest, robin-red-breaet, 

Sinpf, birds, in every furrow: 
And firom each hill let music shrilly 

Give my sweet love good-morrow. 
Blackbird and thrush in every bush^ 

Stare, linnet and cock-sparrow ; 
You poretty elves, among yourselves 

Sing my £air love good-morrow ! 

Hatwoodu 



MAY. 

I FEEL a newer life in every gale. 

The winds that fan the flowers. 
And with their welcome breathings fill the saU, 

Tell of serener hours. 
Of hours that glide unfelt away 
Beneath t))« sky of May. 

The spirit of the gentle south wind calls 

JProm his blue throne of air, 
And where his whii^ering voice in music falls, 

Beau^ is budding there ; 
The bright ones of the valley break 
Their slumbers, and awake. 

The waving verdure rolls along the plain, 

' And the wide forest weaves. 

To welcome back its playful mates again, 

i A Canopy o( leaves ; 

And from its darkening riiadow floats 

A gosh of trembling notes. 

Tairer and brighter spreads the reign of May^ 

Tlie tresses of the woods 
*With the light dallying of the west wind plu/ 

And the nill-brimming floods, 
J)^sj;ladly to their goal they run, 
IRiSl the returning sun. — Perciyal. 
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LONDON. 

Eaii. ! tliou city -giant of the world ! 

Thon tliBt dost scom a cnnopy of clouds, 

But in the dimness of eternal smoke. 

For ever rising like nn ocean-steai 

Dost mantle tlkine immensity, bow vast 'i 

And wide lliy wonderful array of domea^ S 

Id dusky mossea ataring at the akiea '. 

Time was, and dreai? solitude was liere ; 

Wlien nighl-bWk woods, unvisited hy man 

In howling conflict wrestled with tlie winds 

But DOW tile storm-roll of unmiDgled life 

Is heard, and, like a roai-ing furnace, fills 

"With living sound the airy reach of miles ! ' 

Thou more tiian Home ! For never from her heart 

Soeh universe-awaking spirit poured 

As emanates from thine. The niiglity globe , 

la fevered by thy name ; a thousand years, 

And silence baa not known thee ! What a weigl 

Of Bwfulncsa will doomsday Iropi thy ecene 

Derivej and when the blasting trumpet smites 

All cities to destruction, who will sink 

Sublime with such a thunder-crash as thou ! ; 

Myriads of domes, and temples huge, or high. 
And thickly wedded, lihe the ancient trees 
That in unviolated forests frown ; 
Klyriads of streets, whose river-wiudings flow 
"With viewless billows of nnweary sound ; 
Myriads of hearts in full commotion mixed. 
From mom to noon, from noon to night again. 
Through tlie wide realm of whirling passion bomOc 
And tiiere is London — England's heart and soull 
By the proud Kowing of her famous Thames 
She circulates through countless lands aud isles 
Eer greatness: gloriously she rules. 
At once the awe and sceptre of the world 1 

Robert Mohtoouert. 
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DESCRIPTION OF A BUTTERFLY. 

He the gay garden ronnd about doth fly^ 
From bed to bed, from one to other border, ' 
And takes survey, with curious, busy eye, 
Of every flower and herb there set in order; 
Now this, now that, he tasteth tenderly. 
Yet none of them he rudely doth disorder, 
Nor with his feet their silken leaves deface,' 
But feeds upon the pleasures of each place. 
And evermore, with most variety 
And change of sweetness (for all cliange is sweet),. 
He seeks, his dainty sense to gratify; 
Now sucking of the juice of herbs most meet. 
Or of the dew which yet on them doth lie. 
Now in the. same bathing his tender feet;< 
And then he perclieth on some bank thereby 
To sun himself, and his moist wings to dry. 

Spekser. 



A WINTER'S SONG. 

« 

When icicles hang by the wall,- 

And Dick the shephei*d blows his noil. 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail; 

When blood is nipped, and ways are foul. 

Then nightly sings the staring owl. 

Tu-whit, to-whoo ! — a merry note i 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When all around the wind doth blow. 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw. 

And birds sit brooding in the snow. 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw. 

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl. 

Then nightly sings the staring owl. 

Tu-whit, to-whoo ! — a merry note ! 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Shakspeare. 



THE LIGHT OF HOMR 



il V boy, thoD nilt dream tlio warld is fiui-. 

And ibj spirit will aigh to roam ; 
And thou must go ; but novcr, wheu tluirp, 

Forget the light of home. 
I'bougb plpasnre laaj smile with a raj moro Ciight, I 

It dazzles to lend astray ; 
i.ike the tneteor'8 flash, 'twill deepen the night. 

Whou thou treadest tho lonely way. 
But the hearth of home has a constant Itamc, 

And pure as a veatal lire ; 
'1'will Liirn, 'twill hurt), for ever the same. 

For nature feeds the pyre. 
Vhe sea of amhition is tempest-tost. 

And thy hopes may vanish like foam ; 
flut when sails are skivered and rudder losl. 

Then look to the light of home ; 
And there, like a star through the midnight cloud,. I 

Thou shalt see the beacon bright; 
For nevsr, till shining on thy shroud, 

Can be quenched its holy light. 
The sun of fame, 'twill gild tho name ; 

But the heart ne'er felt its ray ; 
And ftsliion's smiles, that rirh ones idaim. 

Are but beams of a wintry day. 
And how cold and dim those beams must lu, 

Bhoidd life's wretched wanderer cornel * I 

But, my boy, when the world is dork to thee. 

Then turn lo the liyht of home. — Mes. Haib. 



Thb dying year! the dying year I 
Ct'lie heavi^ is clear otift mild'. 
And widieriiig»Hrt>ofte\4Ba.'pv™» 
Wiiprc once the vcrfiMve BVQ\\e4. 



AVTUMv iir> 



The Summer ends its short career ; 

The zephyr breathes farewell ; 
And now upon the closing year 

The yellow glories dwell. 

The radiant clouds float slow aboTe 
The lake's transparent breast ; 

In splendid foliage all the grove 
Is £uicifully dressed. 

On many a tree the Autumn throws 

Its brilliant robes of red ; 
As sickness lights the cheeks of those 

It hastens to the dead. 

. 

That tinge is flattering and bright^ 1 

But tells of death like this; 
And they that see its gathering light. 

Their lingering hopes dismiss. 

Oh, thus serene, and free &om fear. 

Shall be our last repose ; 
Thus, like the Sabbath of the year. 

Our latest evening close. — Peabody. 



THE HUMMING BIBD. 

MiKUTEST of the feathered kind, 
Possessing every charm combined, 
Nature, in forming thee, designed 

That thou should*st be, 
"A proof within how little space 
She can comprise such perfect gracei . 
Rendering thy lovely ^ary race^ 

Beauty's epitome. 

Those burnished colours to bestow, 

Her pencil in the heavenly bow 

She dipped, and made thy plumes to glow 

With every hue 
That in the dancing sun-beam plays. 
And with the ruby's vivid bUiase, 
Mingled the emerald's lucid rays 
With halcyon blue* 



Tlieii placed thee under genial skiea, 
Wbere Hatreni and ahru^ sponlaueous I'isc, 
Wilii richer fragrance, boldor dyea 

[iy her endued; 
And bade thea pass thy happj houra, 
Tn tamarind sliiuliiS uid palmy bowers, 
Extracting from unlading flowers 

Ambrosial food. 
There, lovely bee-bird, maj'st thou rove, 
Through Bpicy vale aud citron grove. 
And woo and win thy fluttering love. 

With plume so bright ; 
There'Yapid fly, more heard than seen 
'Mid orange boughs of polished green, 
With glowing fruits, and flowers between. 

Of purest white, 
'lliere feed and take thy bulmy rest, 
There weave tliy little cotton neat, 
And may no cruel liand molest 

Thy timid bride; 
Nor those briglit cliangaful pinnies of thine 
Pe oflercd on th' unfeeling slirine. 
Where snine dork beauty loves to shine. 

In gaiidy pride. 
Nor niny her sable lover's cote. 
Add to the baubles in her hair 
Tliy dazzling feathers, rich and rare, 

Aud tlioU] poor bird. 
For this iuhiiman purpose bleed, 
Wliilc gentle hesrta abhor the deed. 
And mercy's trembling voice may plead. 

But plead unheard. 
Oh I bid the tlioughlless triflers know. 
Not all tlie hues thy plumes cnu show. 
Become them like tlie conscions glow 

Of modesty ; 
And lliat not hulf so lovely seems, 
Tlie my tliat from tlie diamond gleams, 
As the pure gem that sweetly beams 

lu pity's eye. 



117 
TO THE CROW, 

THAT FLIES HOME AT KIGHT. 

Sat, weary bird, whose level flight. 

Ulna, at the dusky hour of night, 
Waves through the midway air, 
' Why thus beyond the verge of day, 

Is lengthened out thy dark delay. 
Adding another to the hours of care ? 

The wren, within her mossy nest. 

Has hushed her little brood to rest ; 
The wild wood-pigeon, rocked on high. 

Has cooed his last soft notes of love, 

And fondly nestles by his dove. 
To guard her downy young from the inclement sky. 

Haste, bird, and nurse thy callow brood, 

That wait thy slow return for food. 
On some bleak cliff's neglected tree; 

Haste, weary bird, thy lagging flight. 

This is the chilly hour of night, 
Fit hoiur for rest for me and thee. 



THE GRANDFATHER'S DEATH-BED. 

Come hither, boy ! come, come and learn of us 

To melt in showers ; tliy grand-sire loved thee well ; 

Many a time he danced thee on his knee, 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 

Many a matter has he told to thee. 

Meet, and agreeing with thy infancy ; 

In that respect, then, like a loving child. 

Shed now some small drops from thy tender spring. 

Because kind nature does require it so. 

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe : 

Bid him farewell; commit him to the grave; 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Shaksfeare. 



THE TininsH. 

Ohj lierald of Hie Epriiig ! wliile yet 

No liorebetl Bcenta the woodland lane. 
Nor storwort fair, nor Tiolct, 

Braves the lilenh giml, and driviti^ reuQ, 
'Tb thine, aa tbrougli tlie copse* rnde 

Some penHivo wnndorer siglis cdong, 
To tell of hope and forlltnde, 

And soothe him with thy lonely song. 
For thee, then, may the hawthorn Imah, 

The elder, and the spindle tree. 
With all their vaiions berries. Mush, 

And the bine sloe abound for thee ! 
For thee the coral holly glow, 

Tts prmed and gloiisy leaves among; 
And the pellneid mistleCoe, 

O'er many a branched oak bo linag ! 
Btill may thy nest, with soft moss lined, 

Be hidden from the invading jay; 
Nor truant boy iti covert find, 
' To bear thy collow yonng away. 
Bo thon, percursor still of good, 

Shalt to the pensive wanderer sing 
"Thy Bong of hope and fortitude, 

Ohl herald trft^proachinggpring. 

CitABLOTTE SnIT 



THE SHETHERD'S HOME. 

My banks (hey are furnished with heoa, 

Whose murmnrinvileH one to sleep; 
atj grottos are shaded with trees. 

And my ])ills are white over with abccp. 
I seldom have met with a loss, 

8uch health do my foootains bestow ; 
My fountains oil borderad with mos^. 

Where the harebeUa bii4 -vuileM blow. 



THE SnEPHE&D's HOME. 119 

Not a pine in the gi'ove is there seen, 
But ^itli tendrils of Woodbine is bound ; 

Not a beech's more beautiful green. 
But a sweet-briar entwines it around. 

Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
'More charms than my cattle unfold ; 

Ifot a brook that is limpid and clear,' 

i But it^litters with fishes of gold. 

I have found out a gift for my fair, 

I liave found whei*e the wood-pigeons breed ; — 
But let me fiuoh plunder forbear, 

8he will say 'twas a barbarous deed; 
For he ne^er could be true, she averred, 

Wlio would rob a poor bird of its young ; 
And: I loved her the more ivhen I heard 
" Sneh teodemess fail from her tongue. 

Shemsvojti:. 



TBBE ITALIAN COTTAGER'S HOME, 



Beau is my little native vale, 
"Tfce rmg-dove Imilds and warbles there; 

Chne by my cot «he tells her tale 
To eveiy passing villager : 

The squirrel leaps from tree to tree, 

And shells his nuts at liberty. 

In orange gn»ves and myrtle .bowerp^ 
That breathfi a gale of perfume round, 

I charm the swiftiy-passing heu£» 
Witk my loved lute^s romantic sound: 

Or crowns of living laurel weave 

For Mich as win the raoeat eve.' 

The shepherd's horn at early day« 
The.fipriglitly dance in twilight glade, 

The canzonet and roundelay. 
Sung in the quiet green-wood shade: 

These simple joys that never faSH, 

Shall bind me to my native, vale.— •Rogers, 



r 



fdnehal niTEs. 

'*•*••"• Mark tlieao mounds 

Upon the IiUIb, the sheep's green poBtiiragej 

The ItomBn soldiers raised them o'er their chieEi 

And comradea, battle^lain. Far different nov 

Tbe last sad tribute o'er tlio Tillage dead. 

In kindred ai-ms ihei/ ^ntly sink lo rest ; 

By kitiiired lianiis their dying eyes are dosed, 

Ry kindred hands tlioir tiier is slowly home, 

{iy kindred hands the nummary is cast, 

[ii token of rem em trance, in their graves ! 

How eloqaent the iangua^e is of flowers, 

Breatliing sweet odours of the tender lore 

Of friends snrriving, whilst they point alike 

To this life's frailty, and tlio unfading bloom 

Of virtue in the life that is to come t 

'Tis not on Seine's gay banks alone the luind 

Of friendship scattens roses on the tomb, 

'Eo veil itahideousncBSi on i^cnem'i shore, 

And where Neath wanders in Glamorgan's vale, 

'ITie Cambrian mourner docks the hallowed sod 

With osier-bands, and fragrant herbs, and flowef^ 

And evergreens; and at the solciua feasts 

HenewB, if might bo mckly or decayed. 

Her floral tributes to her garden-grave. 

Nor let the tender feeling be ansuog, 

How in the South, when the pure maiden dies. 

An imitative chaplet. vi:*giii-wliite. 

Of roses, is suspended o'er her pew, 

Now volant, in the lonely villnge-chnrob ; 

An emblem meet of thai immortal crown 

Which virgin innocence shall wear in Heaven '- 

Laugh, cynics, as ye may j in every age. 

In every clime. Nature proclaims her sway, 

Bidding nifection's Irihntes to Hie dead. 

Bcr voice has sounded, and all hearts alike 

Of ancient sage, of savage, and of saint. 

Have answered to thi: call, Ezekiel* saw 



FUNEDAL HITCS. 121 

The warriors of the East in martial giiise 

Bnriedy their weapons by their sides, their swords 

Under their heads. Near great Missouri's flood. 

In the new wor^d, Modoc* belield the queen 

Erfllyalby by tbe threshold of her hut 

Wat^iiiig her husband's war-pole : he the while, 

By dev'lish art, a lifeless spectre stood 

Adminislrant in AziharCs royal hall, 

Tip duly laid beneath his widow*s bed, 

His 'sepulchre. Who has not read described, 

In story sacred and profane, the rites 

Of l^gypt, with what costly care embalmed, 

With nngnents, and with rich attire, her sons 

Repose beneath their mighty pyramids ? 

And who has wept not o'er the classic page, 

When sad Eleetra o*er Oresies* urn 

Scatters fi-esh flowers ! or, in the Elysian groves, 

When old Anchises calls the Roman youth 

To strew sweet lilies on Mareellus* tomb 

Nor deem these fancies of an erring creed^ 
Which taught, that if deprived of funeral rites 
Their ghosts would wander for a hundred years, 
Unmeet to enter on a state of rest. 
For not unheard the loud lament of love 
In Judah*s habitations, not the rites 
Funereal highly-valued : not to share 
Their father's sepulchres was woe indeed, " 
And God's severest vengeance. All the day 
Rizpahi' watched o'er the bodies of her sons 
To shield them from the birds, and all the night 
She watched to shield them from the ravening beast.s. 
Nor failed He, the Redeemer of the world. 
Though doomed to shameful tortures on a cross, 
Of honours at his death ; in a new tomb 
The rich man laid Him, as the seer foretold, 
And pious friends hasted at early dawn 
With costly spices to His sepulchre ? . ^ 

Atkiks. 

:> SouTHBY*s Modoc, par 1. 12 Sam. xxL 
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^B TO A CHILD IN PKAYER. 


^M Voi-D thy little hands in prayer. | 
^H Bow down at tli; niDther's knee ; 


^H Ifow thy simny face is fair. 


^H Siiining tlirougli tliy golden liair. 


^^1 Tliine eyes are passion-free ; 


^H And pleasant Cljoiiglita, like garktids, biod thee 


^H I'lito tliy homo, yet grief may find thee — 


^H Then pray, child, pmyl 


^1 N9W thy yowig heaw. like a bird. 


^H Siii);eth iniCs Bumnicr nest; 1 


^B No evil thought, no unkind wend. 


^M No chUling Antnnm-wind hath stirred 


^H The beauty of thy rest: 


^H Tint winter cometh, and decay 


^m f^hall waste thy verdant home axtay— 


H Then pray, chiJd, pray !^ 


^H Tliy bosom ia a house of glee. 


^H And GladoesB harpoth at Che door; 


^H While ever «-iih a joyfulshont, 1 


^M Hope, the Hay-qiieen, ibncelh out, ^ 


^^^ Her lips with ttiuBtc running o'er; , 


^M l]ut Time those strings of joy will eeT«r, 


^H And Hope will not dance on for ever— , 


^^M Theu pray, child, pi'ay ! _ 
^H Now thy mothor'B voice abideth ' 


^H Bonnd thy pillow in the night; 


^M And loving feet creep to thy bed, 

^^M And o'er thy quiet fane is shed t 


^M The taper's saddest light : 
^M Uut that sweet voice wiU fade awi^; 


^^B }ly thee no more those teet will sti^— ] 


^H Then pray, child, pray ! 


^B (mvtr.aitoas ol Cam^r^^t'■ 


m i 
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THE TULIP. 

Behold the gay tulip — here pause and admu'e ! 

How stately it rears its proud head ; 
Decked out in the richest of Nature^s attirei. 

The queen of the whole flower hed. 

To the genial sunshine its hosom it spreads, 

And wantonly sports in the gale ; 
Then folds itself up, when eventide sheds 

Its gloom o^er the thickening vale. 

Even so in &e glittering sunshine of wealth 

To revel vain mortals delight ; 
And suspend their career in the ahsence of health, 

Or the gloom of adversity^s night. 

But soon^ gstidy tulip, thy beauty must fade, 

Short, |£ort is thy season of pride ; 
It was thus inth the crocuses down in the shade, — 

They flourished, then sickened and died ! 

And ^ns it must be with all living at last, 

Nor beauty nor strength can avail ; 
When the season allotted to mortals is past, 

We sink into death's silent vale. 

But the tulip*s gay flower, when withered away, 

And its root to appearance is dead, 
Bhall flourish again ia its splendid array, 

The queen of the whole flower-bed. 

And to short-sighted man shall less favour be given, 
When the grave's gloomy Winter is o'er ? 

Ah ! no— ^or fsecurely transplanted in Heaven, ' 
in bfias he shall bloom evermore. 



THE ARABIAN MAIDEN'S SONG. 



This russet suit of camd'a bair. 
With spirits light, and eye serene. 

Are dearer to my bosom far, 

Tliau all tbo trappiiiga of a quoeo. 

Tlip liumUe tent, and inurmuriug breeze 
Tliut wbiBtlea throagh ilH fluttering iralls, 

My uQospiriag liinoy please 

Better than toners or splendid httlls. 

The attendant colts, that txinnding fly, 

And frolii! by tbe litter's side. 
Are dearer to my simple eye 

Tliaji gorgeous mules in all their pride. 

Tlio watch-dog's voice, that baj-s whene'er 
A Btranger seeks his master's cot. 

Sounds sweeter to my untaught ear 

Tlian the shrill trumpet's long-drawn note. 

CARLrLX, 



FIELD OF BATTLE OF BULLION GREEK 

[Theln'tlla >rsaranghl in Novembsc, ie<H.} 



' war cry" is heard on 
"Which once echoed the groans of the suffering bi 
I The horrors that marked the death-conflict are o'er. 

And the thistle of Scotland blooms fair on their grave 
On this field lay the feeble, but spirited band, 

In the canse of rehgion who fought and who fell : 

Hon VLun was their struggle 1 what power could withUU 

I The shock and pursuit of relentless DalzelE ! J 



THE BATTLE OF BULLXOK GREEK. 125 

November's chill tempest invested tlie glen 

With a mantle of gloom, when the battle was given ; 

As though Nature, ashamed of the vices of men. 
Would hide their offence from the pure glance of 
heaven. 

Near the foot of the mountain a moss-covered stone 
Marks the spot where the Covenant's martyrs are laid ; 

The pine's waving branches aroimd it are thrown. 
And the larch bending o'er adds a gloom to the shade. 

There lonely they sleep : — -but though their sad story 

Be never enrolled in the annals of fame. 
Hearts shall not be wanting to boast of their glor}", 

While earth owns an empire, and Scotland a name. 

No trophy of man marks the field where they fell. 
But, fostered and watered by heaven's own rain, 

Caledonia's thistle towers proudly to tell 
The tale of the combat that reddened her plain. 

The heath-flower may purple the side of the hill, 
Where the blue-bell is hanging her delicate head ; 

But the " thistle of Scotland" shows lovelier still, — 
It hallows the tomb of her patriot dead. 

Anne. 



THE PENITENT S RETURN. 



M7 father's house once more, 
In its own moonlight beauty ! Yet ai'ound. 
Something, amidst the dewy calm profound. 

Broods, never marked before ! 

Is it the brooding night ? 
Is it the shivery creeping on the au*, 
Tliat makes the home, so tranquil and so fair, 

O'erwhelming to my sight ? 

An solemnized it seems,^* 
And stilled, and darkness in each tinie-wom hue. 
Since the rich clustering roses met my view, 

As now, by starry gleams. 



I 

I 



Aod lliis higU elm, irhere loet 
I Btood and lingered — where laj Busten) mads 
Olit mother's bower, — I deemed not that it out 

go far and darii a Bhade t 

How spirit-like a tone 
SigliB through joa tt«e! Mj foUier'a place was 
Al evening hours, while soft winds waved his hai^^ 

Now thosa gray locks are gone 1 

My soul grows faint with fear! 
FTcn as if angel-steps had marked the nod, 
I tremble wh«re I move, — the voice of God 

Is in tlio foliage here I 

la it indeed the night, 
Ttiat makes tay home so awfiil I Foitlilcss heailo^ 
'Tis tliat from thine own bosom hath departed 

The in-bom gladdeDing light ! 

No outward thing ia changed; 
Only the joy of pnrity is fled. 
And, long from Nature's melodies estranged. 

Thou hear'st their tones with dread. 

Therefore, the calm abode 
By the dark spirit is o'erhuug with sliaJc, — 
Aid Uierefore, in the leaves, the voice of God 

Makes thy sick heart afraid I 

Tlie night-flowers round that door, 
Still breathe pni'e fragrance ou the imtainted ur 
Thou, tbou aluue, art worthy now uo more 

To pass and rest thee thero l 

And must I turn away? 
Ilark, harkl — it is my uiother's voice I hear, 
l^udder tliau once it seemed, yet soft and oleoT— 

Dolh stio not Geein to pray ? 

My name 1 — I oaiight tlie souudi 
blessed tone of love — tho deep, the mild, — 
Mother, my motherl now receive tliy child; 
Take baok the Lost and Found < 
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THE TROUT-STKEAM. 

Let us walk whera reeds are growing 

By the alders in the mead^ 
Where the crystal streams are flowing, 

In whose wave the fishes feed. 

There tl^e golden carp is laving 

WW the trout, the perch, and heeam ; 

Mai^ P their flexile fins are waving 
As they g^nce along the stream. - 

Now< they sink in deeper billows, 

Now upon the surfistce rise ; 
Or, from under roots of willows. 

Dart to catch the water flies. 



THE TRAVELLER IN AFRICA. 

A NEGAO SONG. 

The load wind roared, the rain fell Hastf 

The white man yielded to the blast; 

He flttle-him down beneath our tree, 

fW weary, sad, and faint was he : 

And ah ! no wife or mother's care. 

For him the milk or corn prepare. 
The white man shall our pity share; 
Alas! no wife or mother^s care 
For him the milk and corn prepare. 

The storm is o'er, the tempest past, 
And Mexscy's voice has hushed the blasts 
The wind is heard in whispers low. 
The white man far away must go : 
Butevm* in his heart will bear 
Ramembrance of the negroes care. 

Go ! white man, go ! but with thee bear 
The negro's wisli, the negro's prayer. 
Remembrance of the negro's care. 

Duchess of Devokshibe. 



SrjiNnAY AT SEA. 



BocMDiNG along the obedient surges, 

Choerly on lier onward way. 
Her course llio galliml vessel urges. 

Across thy stormy gulf, Biscay ! 
In the BUD the briglit waves glisten, 

Bising slow with raessured swell, 
Hark I what soTinds unwonted ! — listen, 

Usteu ! 'tis the Sabbath bell. 
Hushed the tempest's wild eommotion. 

Winds and wavus liave ceased tlini' war. 
O'er the wide and sullen ocean 

That bIu^ sound is heard afar. 
And comes it aa a note of gladnesa. 

To thy tried spirit ! wajiderer lell ; 
Or rather does thy heart's deep saduess, 
, 'Wake at that simple Sahbnth beU I 
It speaks of ties wliich duties sever. 

Of heai'ts su fondly knit to thee j 
Kind liands, kind looks, whicii, wanderer, nevi 

Thine hand shall grasp, tliiiie eye shall m 
It npeaks of home and all its pleasures. 

Of scenes where memoi'y lovea to dwell} 
And bids tlieo count thy heart's bust treasure! 

Far, far away, that Sabbath bell. 
Listen ogaiu ; thy wounded spirit 

Shall soar from earth, and seek abovii 
That kingdom which tlie hiest inherit, 

Tho mansions of eternal love. 
Earth and its lowly cares forsaking, 

(Purened too keenly, loved loo well,} 
To faith and hope thy soul awaking, 

Thou heara't with Joy the Sabbath belL 
Bishop Tdnkc 



129 
ADDRESS TO AN EGYPTIAN MUMMY. 



Tbe success of the ancient Egyptians in preserying their dead by the 
operation of embalming* was surprisingly great. For a proof of this we 
have only to turn to the fact of our viewing at this day the bodies of 
persons who lived three thousand years since. This ingenious people 
applied tho powers of art to the purposes of their religion, and did all 
they could to keep the human frame entire after death, fondly thinking 
that if it proved a fit dwelling, its former inhabitutt, the soul, would 
return at some distant period, and animate it afresh, even upon earth. 



And tliou hast walked about, (how strange a story !) 
In Thebee's street three thousand years ago; 

When the Memnonium was in all its glory. 
And time had not begun to overthrow 

Those temples, palaces, and piles stupendous. 

Of which the very ruins are tremendous. 

Speak ! for thou long enough hast acted dummy, — 
Thou hast a tongue, come, let us hear its time; 

Thou'rt standing on thy legs, above ground, Mummy! 
Revisiting the glimpses of the moon. 

Not like thm ghosts or disembodied creatures, 

But with thy bones, and flesh, and limbs, and features. 

Tell us^ for doubtless thou canst recollect. 

To whom should we assign the Sphinx's fame; 
Was Cheops or Cephrenes architect, 
* Of either pyramid that bears his name ? 
Is Pompey's Pillar really a misnomer? 
Had Thebes a himdred gates, as sung by Homer? 

Perhaps thou wert a mason, and forbidden. 
By oath to tell the mysteries of thy trade ; 

Then say what secret melody was hidden 
In Memnon's statue which at stm-rise played? 

Perhaps thou wert a priest, and hast been dealing 

In human blood, and horrors past revealing. 

Perchance that very hand, now pinioned flat, 
Has hob-a^-nobbed with Pharaoh, glass to glass; 

Or dropped a half-penny in Homer's hat, 
Or doffed thine own to let Queen Dido pass, 

Or held, by Solomon*s own invitation, 

A torch at the great Temple's dedication. 



I 




I Deed not ask thee if that hand, when armed. 
Has any Roma.!! soldier mauled or knuckled, 

For thou wert dead and bnried, and embalmed. 
Ere Romnliia and Iteinns hod been suckled 1 

Antiquity ^ipeare to have begun. 

Long after thy primeval race vas mn. 

Thou eonldst develop, if that nilhered tongue 
Might tell US what those sightless orbs Imve seen. 

How the world looked when it wiis fresh and young, 
And the great Deluge EtUI liad left it greeu ; 

Or was it tbea so old, that Ilislory's pages 

Contained no record of ita early ages ? 

Still slent, incommunicittive elf! 

Art sworn to secrecy ! then keep thy vows ; 
But pr'ythec tell us something of thyself, — 

Beveal the secrets of thy prison-hoDse! 
Bince in the world of Bpirits thon hast slomlered. 
What thou hast seen, what sltBuge adventures nnm 

Bince fint thy form ww in tliia box extended, 
"We have, above-ground, seen some atraoge rantalion; 

The Roman empira baa begun and ended. 
New worlds have risen, we have lost old natiotu. 

And countless kings have into dust been humbled, 

While not a fragment of thy flesh has crumbled. 

Didst thou not hear the pother o'er tliy heftd, 
"When the great Persian conqueror, Cambyaes, 

Marched armies o'er thy tomb with thund'ring IrcacL 
O'erthrew Osiris, Orus, Apis, IsiB, 

And shook the Pyramids with fear and wonder, 

When the gigantic Menmon fell a^uadw? 

If the tomb's secrets may not be confessed, 

The nature of tliy private life unfold : 
A heart has throbbed beneatli tliat leatliran breail, 

And tears adown that dusty cheek have rolled. 
Hare children clloAied OkUfte^uKKajBod kissed thi ' 
"What was tliy name »i&tA»ldi>t^a^BB&iK*\ 
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Statue of flesli — Immortal of the dead ! 

Imperishable type of evauescencc ! 
Posthumous man, who quitt*st thy narrow bed. 

And standest undecayed within our presence, 
Thou wilt hear nothing till the Judgement-morning, 
When thegreat Trump stiaU. thrill thee with its warning! 

Why i^ould this worthless tegument endm'e, 

If its undying guests be lost for ever? 
Dh let us keep the sotil embalmed and pure 

In Uvinff virtue ; that, when both must sever, 
Althougb corruption may our frame consume, 
Th'" immortal spirit in the skies may bloom I 

Horace Smith 

THE ANSWER OF THE EGYPTIAN MUMMY. 



Cb JI.D of the latter days ! thy words have broken 
A spell that long has bound these lungs of clay. 

For since this smoke-dried tongue of mine hath spoken. 
Three thousand tedious years have rolled away* 

Unswathed at length, I "stand at eiise" before ye, — 

Xiist, ihen, oh ! list, while I imfold my story. 

Thebes was my birth-place — an unrivalled city, . 

Witik man^ gates, but here I might declare 
S<nne strange plain truths, except tliat it were 'pity 

To blow ^ poet's faluic into air ; 
Ob ! I could read you quite a Theban lectm*e. 
And give a deadly finish to conjecture. 

But -then you would not have me throw discredit 
On grave historians — or on him who sung 

The Iliad— true it is I never read it. 
But heard it read when I was very young ; 

An old blind minstrel, for a trifling profit, 

Becited parts — ^I think the author of it. 

All that I know about the town of Homcr, 
Is, that they scarce would own him in his day 

W^re glad, too, when h6 proudly turned a roamer, 
. Bec^ise hj tliis they saved HtMssa pamh pai|; 
JBSe townsmen would have been ado^ooae^ U> ^j^V^'kv^ 
Mad tbey foreseen the fuss since made «;\)o\x\.\»m. 
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blunder I can fairly set at rest, 

J Bays Hiat men were once more big and bony M 
Than now, which i» a bouncer at the best, — 

I'll just refer ;on to onr friend Beheoni, 
Near seven feet high t in sooth a. loftf figure ! 
Kaw look at me, and tell me, am I bigger ? 

Not half the size: but then I'm sadly dwindled; 

Three thousand years, with that embalming glOfe 
Hare made a serious difference, and have swindle^ 

My face of all its beauty — there were few 
Egj-ptian youtlia more fiay, — beliold the sequel, 
Nay, smile not, yon and I may soon be equal ! 

For this lean liand did one day hurl the lance' 
With mortal aim — this light fantastic toe 

TlireaJed the mystic mazes of the dance : 
This heart liatU throbbed at tales of love andw 

These slirods of raven h^r once set the fashion. 

This withered form inspired the tender passion. 

In voial the skilful hand, and feelings warm. 
The foot that figured in the bright quadrille. 

The palm of genius and the manly form. 
All bowed-at once to Death's mysterious will. 

Who sealed me up where Mummies sound arc sleeping' 

lu cere-cloth, and in tolerable keeping. 

Wliere cows and monkies squat in rich brocade. 
And well-dressed crocodiles in painted cases, 

Bala, batu, and owls, and cats in masquerade, 

With scarlet flounces and with vm'nished focei} j 

Men, birds, brntes, reptiles, fish, all crammed to ' 

With ladies that might pass fur well-ta.nned leata 

Where Itameses and Sabacon lie down, 
And splendid Fsammis in his hide .of cr 

Pjinces and heroes, men of liigh renown, 

Who in their day kicked up a miglity dust,— 

Tlieir swarthy Mummies kicked up dust ii 

Wben huge Bclzoni came to scare their slouibenl'fl 
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Who'd think these rusty hams of mine were seated 
' At Dido's table, when the wond'rous tale 
Of ** Juno's hatred" was so well repeated? 

And ever and anon the queen turned pale; 
Meanwhile the brilliant gas-lights, hung above her. 
Threw a wild glare upon her shipwrecked lover. 

Aye, geu'llghts! mock me not ; we men of yore 
Were versed in all the knowledge you can mention ; 

"WIio hath not heard of Egypt's peerless lore? 
Her patient toil! aeuteness of invention? 

Survey the proofs,-^our Pyramids are thriving, — 

Old Memnon still looks young, and I'm surviving. 

A land in arts and sciences prolific, 
On blocks gigantic building up her fame ! 

Crowded with signs, and letters hieroglypliic, ' 
Temples and obeUsks her skill proclaim ! 

Yet though her art and toil unearthly seem. 

Those blocks were brought on bail-boads and by steam ! 

IIow, when, and why, our people came to rear 

The Pyramid of Cheops,. mighty pile! 
This, and the other secrets thou shalt hear; 

I will unfold if thou wilt stay awhile. 
The hisfry of the Sphinx, and who began it. 
Our mystic marks and monsters made of granite. 

WeU, then, in grievous times, when king Cephrenes 

' But, ha! what's that ? — the shades of bards and kings 
Press on my lips their fingers 1 What they mean is, 

I am not to reveal these hidden things. 
Mortal, farewell ! TiU Science' self unbind them, 
Men must e'en take these secrets as they find them. 

' MUMMTUS. 



liyiES TO AN ALABASTER SARCOPnAGtl 



Tuou Alabaster relic I while I liold 

My htuid upon thyscnlptund margin tlironn. 
Let me recall the scenes lliou uould'st unfold, 

IlIiglit'Ht tliDu relate tlie cimnges thou tiast knovii '. 
l''0T thou wcrt primitive in th; farmation, 
I^imched from tli' ALiiight}''u hand at the crofttiun. 
Vea — thmi wert present when the stars and skies 

And worlds unnnniberod rulted into their places. 
^Vhen God from cIulds bade the spheres arise. 

And fix tbe rsdiont snn upon its ba»s. 
And with His finger on the bounds oisgaeB 
Storked out each plnnel'a everlasting race. 
How manj thousand ages from thy birfli 

Tbou slept'flt in dar^ess, it were vain to ae 
Till E^^t's eons upheaved thee from the eutl^l 

And year by year pursued their patient task) "i 
Till thoii wert can-ed and decorated tlius, 
Worthy to be a kingi's sarcophagus. 
Wliat time Elijah to the skies ascended. 

Or Pavid reigned in holy Palestine, 
Some ancient Theban monarch was esteoded 

Beneath the lid of lliis embhtzouod sbiiiia, 
And to tlint suhtenimciin palace home 
Which toiling ages iu the vock had worn." 
Thebes from her buudred portals filled the pliun 

To see the oar on which thou wert upheld. 
What funeral pomps extended iu thy train ! 

What banners waved 1 what mighty mnsio swelW, 
As ormiea, priests, and crowds bewailed in cf 
Ttieir King, tlioir GoA, iWit a«o.^\a,*.Vjnj; 
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Thus to thy second quarry did they trust 
Thee, and the lord of all the nations round ; 

Grim King of Silence ! monarch of the dust I 

Embalmed, anointed, jewelled, sceptred, crowned, 

Hiere did he lie in state; cold, stiff, and stark, 

A leathern Pharaoh, grinning in the dark* 

Thus ages rolled ; but their dissolving breath 
Could only blacken that imprisoned thing. 

Which wore a ghastly royalty in death. 
As if it struggled still to be a king : 

And each revolving century, like the last, 

Just dropped its dust upon thy lid — ^and passed. 

The Persian conqueror o'er Egypt poured 
His devastating host, — a motley crew,— 

And steel-clad horsemen, — the barbarian horde, — 
Music and men of every sound and hue,— 

Priests, archers, eimuchs, concubines, and brutes,— 

Gongs, trumpets, cymbals, dulcimers, and lutes. 

^en did the fierce Cambyses tear away 

" The ponderous rock that sealed the sacred tomb : 

Then did the slowly-penetrating ray 

Bedeem tkee from long centuries of gloom; 
And lowered torches flashed against thy side. 
As Asia's king thy blazoned trophies eyed. 

Plucked firom his grave with sacrilegious taunt, 
The features of the royal corpse they scanned : 

Dashing the diadem from his temples gaunt, 
They tore the sceptre from his graspless liand ; 

And on those fields where once his will was law 

Left him for winds to waste, and beasts to gnaw. 

Some pious Thebans, when the storm was past 
Upclosed the sepulchre with cunning skill ; 

And Nature, aiding their devotion, cast 
Over its entrance a concealing rill ; 

Then thy third darkness came, and thou didst slee p 

Twenty-three centuries in silence deep. 



I 



But he, from wliom nor pyiiraiid nor sphjux 

Can hide ita Bcerecies, Uolzoni, came. 
From the tomb's mouth unclosed the gnuiite liukE.— 

Gave thee og^n to light, and life, and fame, — 
And brought thee from the sands and descrta forth. 
To charm the '' pallid children of the north." 
Thou art in London, which, when thou wert new, 

Wai what Thebes is, — a wilderness and waste. 
Where savage beaslH more Bava|^ men pirsae, 

A scene bj nature cursed, by man disgraced. 
Now, 'tis the world's metropolis, the high 
Queen of arms, lenmiug, aiifi, and luxurjr. 
Here, where I hold my hand, 'tis strange to think 

What other hands, perchance, preceded mine : 
Others have also stood beside thy brink 

And valiilj conued the moralizing line. 
Kings, sagea, chiefs! that touched this atone, like m 
Whtre ai'o ye now! — Where all wiiat ehortlj he. 
All is mutation : he within this stone 

Was once the greateat monarch of the hour: 
His bones are dust, — hia very name unknown, — 

Go, learn from him the vanity of power ! 
8eck not the frame's corruption to control. 
But build a lasting mansion for tby soul ! N. P. S, 

LINES TO THE WESTERN SIUMMY, 

O STBAHQZB, whoso I'cpose profound 

Those latter ages dare to break. 
And call thee from beneath the ground 

Ere Nature did tliy slumber shake,— 
What wonders of the secret earth 

Thy lips, too allent, might reveal ! 
Of tribes round whose mysterious birth 

A thousand envious ages wheeL , 
Thy race, by savage war o'ermn, 

8i;uk down, their very ua^no forgot ; 
Bnt ere those teartu\ l.unes^ie^'a, 
Periiaps, in lliis aeii««s*.ere4 b^o^. 
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By Friendship's hand thine eyelid closed. 
By Friendship's hand the turf was laid ; 

And Friendship's here, perhaps, reposed^ 
With moonUght vigils in the shade. 

The stars have run their nightly roimd, 

. The sun looked out and passed his way. 

And many a season o'er the ground 

Has trod where thou so sofUy lay. 

/ 
And wilt thou not one moment raise 

Thy weary head, awhile to see 

The later sports of earthly days, 

How like what once enchanted thee ? 

Thy name, thy date, thy life declare — 
Perhaps a queen, whose feathery band 

A thousand maids have sighed to wear. 
The brightest in thy beauteous land-* < 

Perhaps a Helen, from whose eye 
Love kindled up the flame of war— > 

Ah, me ! do thus thy graces lie 
A faded phantom, and no more ? 

O, not like thee would I remain, 

But o'er the earth my ashes strew. 
And in some rising bud regain 
'The freshness that my childhood knew. 

But has thy soul, O maid, so long 

Around this mournful relic dwelt ? 
Or burst away with pinion strong, 

And at the foot of Mercy knelt ? 

Or has it in some distant clime. 
With curious eye, nnsated, .strayed, 

And down the winding stream of time^ 
On every changeful current played ? 

Or, locked in everlasting sleep. 

Must we thy heart extinct deploTe, 
Thy fancy lost in darkness weep. 
And Bjgh for her who feels no mor^^ 



Or, exiled to some humbler sphere. 
In yonder wood-dore dost thou dwell. 

And miimnmng in tlie stranger's ear, 
Thy tender melancholj tell ? 

Who'er thon bo, tliy sad remniiw 
Sball iroin the Mnse a trar demand, 

Wlio, wondering on tlieae distant plains, 
Looks I'ondlj to a distant kmd. 



bTEASr, AND THE STEAM-ENGINE. 

The vaporous power, whose close-pent breath, 

Potent alike and prgmpt to great or small, 

Now rives the firm-set rock, now deigns to point ' 

The needle's viewless sting; now drains the bed 

Of mighty rivers, or the tide of ocean ; 

Now weaves the gossamer of silken robe, 

Beoutj-'s ftintastic tissue, iris-tinged, 

That floats with every Imcie. Yea, 'Iwonlil reM I 

The MeiHpldan pile, or loom tlio spider's web. 

It sees the toiling miner, deep in eartli, 

Dehing the adamant; he sinks o'erwhelmed 

By mighty waters, bnrating the dark mound 

Uf subterraueaa channel ; stern it grosps 

The rushing torrent with Cliajybdis' forcc^ 

And binds it to obedience ; yet its rage, 

Hoftened to weakness, dares with virgin toncb, 

Expand the snowy fabric, bright and fragile, 

That chains the ether of adventurous thought. 

And scatters o'er the world ephemeral tale, 

Or deepest cc^tations, long to live. 

Of mui's immortal spirit. 

Now it Btvells 
With giant groans, while in Cyclopean cave 
It rolls tile glowing rocks of molten ore. 
And 'midst the deafeuiug chtmour speuds its farj J 
On massy bars, whose strength its brcsdtli bad toift 
And I'ends Ihem as 'twere silken thread, cut shoi^ 
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By maiden finger; yet, while sporting wild, 
Cnishiog to film transparent the huge mass 
That dared its might, it deigns to check its wrath, 
To fondle with the gem, whose glossy cheek, 
Tonched by its hand, puts off its rugged scale, 
And blushes into beauty. 

Now, in pride, 
It rolls o'er boiling seas the rapid bark, 
As on a bed of glass, with oily smoothness, 
Nor fears the mountain billow, or the gust 
Of adverse tempest; yet the timid maid. 
Calm at her wheel, unshrinking, curbs its might. 
And sees it wait, a passive, crouching slave, 
To do her bidding ; an Alcides tamed. 
And she a village Omphale, that smiles. 
Decked in its spoils, to wield its giant arms, 
And bend its lofty strength to spin with women. 
Yoked to the rapid car, it cleaves its way 
Fleeter than arrow, panting to outstrip 
The slow-paced Arctic sun ; yet can it cm*b 
Instant its volleyed course — ^immoveably 
Reposing^—or retrace its whirlwind track. 
When worked to ire, it rends the craggy mountain, 
Or whelms proud cities, an Enceladus 
Raging 'neath jEtna ; or Vesuvian torrent 
Entombing fair Campania ; yet the infant 
Plays round it smiling, fearless of the fate 
Of Herculaneum, or the hapless wreck 
Of long-immured Ppmpeii. 

Oft with crash 
Of ponderous swift concussion, echouag wide, 
In fiercer jar than nishing Niagara, 
It hurls its thunder on Vulcanian mass, 
That mocked man's feeble arm; yet tuned to breath 
Of more tEan Lydian sweetness, it outpours 
Its plaintive warbling through thy pastoral reed. 
Famed Apollonicon, its fierceness taming 
To melting melody. Wilks, 



SOLITUDE. 



I AM monarch of oil J BUirey, 

My right there is nooe to dispute ; 
From tho ceutre all round to the sea, 

I am lard of the fowl aad the hrute. 
Oil, Solitude ! wliere ore the charms 

Which sages have seen in thj face! 
Better dwell in the midst of alanna, 

Tlian rcigD in thia desolate place. 
I am out of humiiDitr's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone, — 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the soand nf my own. 
The beasts that roam aver the plain 

Kly form with indifforence see ; 
Tliey ore so unacquainted with man. 

Their lameness is shocking to ine. 
Society, friendship, and love. 

Divinely liestowed upon man, 
Oh I had I the wings of a dovo. 

How soon would 1 taste you again : 
My BOiTOws I then might assuage 

in Ihc ways of religion and truth; 
Alight learn from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheered by the sallies of youth. 
Ilchgion ! what treasures nntold 

Boaide in that heavenly word, 
!tlore precious than silver and gold. 

Or all that this earth can afford. 
But tho sound of the church-going bell 

Th<!Be valleys and rocks uevor heard; 
Never sighed at the sound of a knell. 

Never smiled when a Sabbath appeared 
Ye winds I that have made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial, endearing report 

Of a land I shall viail no moto. 
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My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish' or a thought after me ; 
Oh! tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend I am never to see. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind ! 

Compared with the speed of its flight. 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas ! recollection at hand, 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest, 

The beast is laid down in his lair ; 
Even here is a season of rest, 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There is mercy in every place, 

And mercy, (encouraging thought !) 
Gives even i^ction a grace. 

And reconciles man to his lot. Cowper. 



TO THE SKY-LARK. 



Sweetest warbler of the skies. 
Soon as morning's purple dyes 
0*er the eastern mountains float, 
Wakened by thy merry note. 
Through the fields of yellow com, ' 
That Mersey's winding banks adorn, 
Or green meads I gaily pass, 
And lightly brush the dewy grass. 

I love to hear thy matin lay. 

And warbling wild notes die away ; 

I love to mark thy upward flight, 

And see thee lessen from my sight : 

Then, ended thy sweet madrigal. 

Sudden swift I see thee fall, 

With wearied wing, and beating breast 

Near thy chiiping younglings' nest. 
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ODE TO THE MEMORY OF Ma. INCHBAU 



WW' 



IT tune tie v/e&V-ayed Owl, on twilight wing 
borne, lier vesper Bcreamed to Eve, and roused 
Tlie lazy wing of liat, 
"Willi beetle's sullen lium, 
rFricndsliip, and a\ie, the maid of pensive mieO; 
^Fole MelanchDly, point my sorrowing steps 
To meditate Che dead. 
And give my friend a, tear- 
let me panae — and pay that tear I one : 
it trickliia down my clieek, and drops 
Upon the recent sod 
Tbut lightly clasps his heart : 
Bnt all I how yain ! — Nor Flattury's power, noi 
Nor Friendship's tear, nor widowed Anna's voice, 
Sweet BB the liarps of Ueftven, 
Can movs the tyrant Death. 
Hence, ye impure — for, hark ! around his grave 
Tbo Sisters chaste, the Osiers whom he loved. 
In nine-fold cadence 
Chant immortal liBrmooy. 
'Tisdone — 'tis done — the well-earned laurel spreads 
Ita verdant foliage o'er his honoured clay ; 
Again the Muacs sing — 
Thalia'i was the deed. 
Thou honest man, farewell I I would not stain 
Thy worth with praise, — yet not the bright-hainid K 
Who wooos the rosy mom, 
And westering skirts the sky 
With ruddy gold and pui-ple, e'er sLull see 
:Thy likeness — nor yon paly Crescent call 
Her weeping dows to kiss 
A turf more loved than thine. 
JoHK Philip K: 



BELLS AT A DISTANCE. 

There is in smila a sympathy with soimd% 
Andasthaminfl is pitched the ear ispleafled 
With melting airs or martial, biisk or grave 
ISome churd in unison wilh what vn> hear 
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Is touched within lis, and the heart replies. 

How soft the music of these village bells. 

Falling at intervals upon the ear 

In cadence sweet, now dying all away, 

Now pealing loud again and louder still, 

Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on ! 

"With easy force it opens all the cells 

Where memory slept. "Wherever I have heard 

A kindred melody, the scene recurs. 

And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 

Such comprehensive views the spirit takes, 

That in a few short moments I retrace 

(As in a map the voyager his course,) 

The windings of my way through many years. 

COWPER. 



AUTUMN. 



I AT my window sit and see 

« Autumn his russet fing»« lay 
On every leaf of every tree ; 
I can, but Summer will not stay. 

She flies, the boasting goddess flies. 
And pointing where the espaliers shoot, 

"Deserve my parting gift," she cries, 
*I take the leaves, but leave the fruit." 

Let me the parting gift improve. 

And emidate the just reply, 
As life's short seasons swift remove, 

Ere fixed in Winter's frost I lie. 

Health, beauty, vigour, now decline. 
The pride of Autumn's splendid day; 

Leaves with the stem must now resign, 
The mournful prelude of decay. 

But let fair Virtue's fruit remain. 

Though Summer with my leaves be fled. 

Then not despised, Fll not complain. 
But cherish Autumn in her stead. 



THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORP:. 

Not a drum was heord, not a funeral note, 
Aa liis corse to the r&mparta we liurried : 

Not B. soldier discharged Iiia ffLre^rell shot 
O'er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him dai'klj, at dead of night, 
' The aods with our bayonets turning. 
By the stm^Lng inoonbeam'a miaty light. 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No UBetess coflin enclosed his breast, 

S'ot ill sheet nor in shrond we wound him ; 
But he lay like a warrior taking hia rest. 
With Lis martial eloak oroimd him. 

Few and abort were the prayers we aaid. 

And we spoke not a word uf sorrow : 
But we sledfastiy gazed on the &ce thnt woB dead, 

And we hiltcrly Ihooght of the morrow. 

"We thonght, as we hollowed Iiia narrow bed. 
And smootlied down his tonety pillow. 

The foe and the stranger would tread o'er his lietMli I 
And we far away on the billow ! 

Lightly they'll talk of the spirit that's gone. 

And o'er his cold ashes upbraid him. 
But little he'll reck, if they let him sleep on. 

In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of onr heavy task was done, 
When the clock struck the hour for retiring : 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was Bqlleoly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid liim down. 
From the field of hia fame fresh and gory : 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone. 
But we left Iiim alone wiihhisgloryl WoLFtd 
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THE TRAVELLER'S DIRGE. 



f^tain Qapperion fell into a eHiimber, from which he awoke in much 
pertnrbatioft, and said he had heard, with much distinctness, the 
tolling of an English funeralbcU. I entreated him to be composed, 
and oteerred that sick people frequently fancy they see and hear 
things which can poesihly have no existence.— Lander's Journal, 



Is brief and feverish repose 

He sank ere life was o'er; 
Forgoty awhile, his pains and woes, 

But not his native shore ! 
He dreamt he stood on English gi'ound 

"While on his ear there stole 
A solemn, yet a soothing sound. 

The deep funereal toll I 
And sweet the spell of that sad knell 

Poured for a parted soul i 

He woke ! Yet, still upon his eai* 

Its lingering echoes fell; 
On sounds to hallowed thought so dear. 

His memory loved to dwell. 
Though he might die on Afric's sttand. 

And waves might wildly roll 
Between him and his father-land. 

His was that solemn toll ! 
Spirit, away ! it seemed to say. 

From earth, and earth's control. 

Then mourn him not ! an hour shall come 

When sound more deep and dread 
Than rolling beat of muffled di*um, 
Or knell which mourns the dead, 
Shall tell the day of final doom, 

As that loud trumpet-peal 
Will bid earth's most secluded tomb 
Its hidden dead reveaL 
Awake ! Awake ! Arise ! 
It shall repeat — Prepare to meet 

Your Judge, throned in the skies ! 

Bernard Bartost. 



TUE WINTER'S DAY, 

When ragiug atornia defoiia llie air. 

And clouds of stiow di^scend. 
And tbe wide landsoapp, biiglit and &ir, 

In deepeoed Bhadowa blend ; 
When biting fraBt rides on tUe wind, 

Bleak from tbe oortli and east. 
And wealth is at its enae i-eclinedj 

Prepared to laugh mid feast j 
When the poor tniTeUei' treads the pltun. 

All dubious of his wa,y, 
A nd crawta with aight-iacreaaiug potn, 

And dreads the [inrCiug day; 
When poTorty, in vile attire, 
~ Shrinks from the biting blast, 
Or hovers o'er the pignij- fire, 

And fears it will not isiBt; 
When the fond motksr clii«}« her child 

Still cloasr to her breost ; 
And the poor infant, frost-beguiled, 

Scarce feels that it is prestj — 
Then let the bonnteoua hand extend 

Its bleseings to the poor, 
Nor spum the wretched, as they bend 

All suppliant at J'our door. 



EPITAPH ON A TAIIE HABE. 

Here lies whom hound did ne'er pursne,' 

Nor swifter greyhound follow ; 
Whoao foot ne'er tainted morning's dew, 

Nor e'er heard huntaman'a halloo.^ 
Old Tiaey, aurlieat of liis kind, .-; 

Who, nursed with tender care. 
And to domestic bounds confined. 

Was Btiil a wild Jack hare. 
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Though duly from my hand he took 

His pittance, every night, 
He did it with a jealoiis look, 
i And when he could would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread. 

And milk, and oats, and straw, 
HuWes oii^tuces instead. 

And sand to scour his maw. 

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled. 

On pippin's russet pedi. 
And when his juicy salads £Euled, 

£Siced carrots pleased him weU. 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn, ' 
Whoreon he loved to bound. 
To skip and gambol like a fawn, 
*^ And swing his rump around. 

His frisking was at evening hours. 

For then he lost his fear; 
Bnt most before approaching showers. 

Or when a storm drew near. 

Eight years, and five round rolling moons, 
" He tiius saw steal away. 
Dozing out all his idle noons. 
And every night at play. 

I kept him for his humour's sake. 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache. 

And force me to a smile. 

He now beneath this walnut shade. 

Here finds his long-lost home. 
And waits in snug concealment laid,' 

Till gentler Puss shall oome. 

She, still more aged, feels the shocks ' 

f^m which no care can save; 
And, partner once of Tiney's box. 

Must soon partake his grave, — Cowpxr . 

1. 1 
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THE SPANISH ARMADA. 



AttsOT) all ye who list to hear our noble Englaiid's praise, 
I tell of the tlmce-funous deeds she wrought in andent dnyx, 
Wlieu that great fleet inTincible against her bore in vain 
The richest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest lieuis of Spain. 

It was about the lovely close of a warm Siimnier day, 
Tliero come a. gallonl mercliont-sliii) full sail to Plymouth Bay ; 
Her crew hath seen Castille's black fleet, beyond Aurigny's istc, 
At earliest twilight, ou the waves lie heaving many a mile ; 
At sunrise she escaped their van, by God's especial grace; '■ 
And the tall Pinta, till tlienooo, bad held her close ui chu^^ 
Forthwith a guard at every gun was placed along the wall t.7^| 
The beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgcumhe's lufty tiall ; ■ 
!Many a light Hshing-liark put out to pry aloug the coast ; | 
And with loose rein and bloody spur rode inland matiy a post. 
With his white bjur unbonncted (ho stout old sheriff comes ; 
Behind him march the halberdiers, before him sound the drums ; 
His yeomen, round the market-croas, make clear an ample space, 
For there behoves him to set up tlie standard of lier Grace. „ 
And hauglitily the trumpets peal, and gaily dance the bells, ^^ 
As slow upon the labouring wind the royal blazon swells, ^^ 
Look bow the lion of the sea lifts up bis ancieDt crown, fl| 

And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies down. ^^ 
So stalked he when he turned to flight, on that famed Picardflel^ 
Bohemia's plume, and Genoa's bow, and Ccesar's eagle shield ; 
So glared he wlicn at Agincourt in wrath he turned to bay. 
And crushed and torn beneath his claws (he princely Imnters lay. 
Hoi strike the flag-staff deep, sir knight; ho! scatter ttowers, 

fair maids : 
Ho! gunners fire a loud salute: ho! gallants, draw your blades : 
Thou sun, sbiuB on berjoyously — ye breezes waft her wide ; 
Our glcriuus Skufbr Ejdeu — the banner of out pride. 

The freshening breeze of eve unfurled that banner's massy 

fold, 
Tlie parting gleam of sunshine kissed that haughty scroll of gold ; 
Night sank upon the dusky beach, and oD (he purple sea, — 
Such night in Bugland ne'er had been, nor e'er again sball be. 
From Eddystone to Berwick bouniJa, from Lynn to Jltiibrd Bay, 
That (imo of slumber was as bright and busy as the day; 
For swift (o east and swift to west tlic warning radiance spread j 
High on St. Michael's Mount it shone — it shone on Beachy Head, 
Far on the deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern shire, 
Gape beyond cape, iu endless range, those twinkling poinU of 
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The fisher left his skiff to rock on Taraar*s glittering waves, 
The rugged miners poured to war from Mendip's sunless caves. 
O'er Longleat's towers, o*er Cranboume's oaks, the fiery herald 

flew; 
He roused the shepherds of Stonehense, the rangers of Beaulieu. 
Bight sharp and quick the bells all mght rang out from Bristol 

town. 
And ere the day three hundred horse had met on Clifton down; 
The sentinel on Whitehall Gate looked forth into the night, 
And saw o*er hanging Richmond Hill the streak of blood-red light. 
Then bugle's note and cannon's roar the death-like silence broke, 
And with one start, and with one cry, the royal city woke. 
At once on all her stately gates arose the answering fires; 
At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling spires ; ^ 
From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud the vbice of fear; 
And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a louder cheer: 
And from the farthest wards was heard the rush of hurrying feet. 
And the broad streams of flags and pikes dashed down each roar« 

ing street : 
And broader still became the blaze, and louder still the din, 
As fast from every village round the horse came spurring in: 
And eastward straight, from wild Blackheath, the warlike etrand 

went. 
And roused in many an ancient hall the gallant 'squires of Kent. 
Southward from Surrey's pleasant hills flew those bright couriers 

forth; 
High on bleak Hampstead's swarthy moor they started for the 

north; 
And on, and on, without a pause, untired they bounded still. 
All night from tower to tower they sprang — they sprang from hill 

to hill. 
Till the proud Peak unfurled the flag o'er Darwin's rocky dalefr— 
Till like volcanoes flared to heaven Sie stormy hills of Wales — 
Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern's lonely height — 
Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin's crest of light — 
Till broad and fierce the star came forth on Ely's stately fane. 
And tower and hamlet rose in arms o'er all the boundless plam ; 
Till Belvoir's lordly terraces The sign to Lincoln sent. 
And Lincoln sped the message on o'er the wide vale of Trent; 
Till Skiddaw saw the fire that burned on Gaunt's embattled pile. 
And the red glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of Carlisle. 

Macaulay. 



THE SOLDIER'S DREASf. 

Oon biigles sang truce ; for the night-cloud had lower 
And the Beutinel stars sot their watch in the sky ; 

And thDusaads had sunk oo the ground overpowered, 
Tlie weary to sleep and the wounded to die. 

When reposing that night on uty pallet of stran 
Bj the wolf-scariiig fagot that guarded the slain. 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw ; 
And twice ere the cock-crow I dreamt it again. 

Mcthonght from the battle-field's dreadfii! array. 
Far, &r I liad roamed on a desolate track. 

Till autnnm and sunshine arose on the way 
To llie home of my fathers, that welcomed me boclc. 

I fiew to the pleaaant fields traversed so oft, 
In life's morning march, when my bosom was yonng^- J 

I heard my own mouutain-goala bleating aloft, 

And knew tlie sweet strain tliat tile corn-reapers Bi 

Tlien pledged we the wine cup, and fondly I si 
From my home and my weeping friends never to part ; 

My little ones kissed me a thousand times o'er, 
And my wife sobbed alond in her fulness of lienrt. 

"Stay — stay with us! — rest,tlioo art weary and won 
(And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay,) 

But sorrow returned with the downing of mom. 
And the voire in my dreaming ear molted away ! 



I 



TO THE WINDS, 

Ye viewless minstrels of die sky 1 
I marred not, in times gone by 

Tliat ye were deified : 
For, even in this later day. 
To me oft hss your power, or play, 

Unearthly Ihoiighis supplied. 
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Awful your power! when by your miglit 
You heave the wild waves, crested white, 

Like mountains in your wrath ; 
Ploughing between them valleys deep, 
"Which, to the seaman roused from sleep, 

Yawn like Death's opening path ! 

Graceful your play ! when round the bower 
Where beauty cuUs spring's loveliest flower, 

To wreathe her dark locks there. 
Your gentlest whispers lightly breathe 
The leaves between, flit round the wreath. 

And stir her silken hair. 

Still thoughts like these are bet of earth. 
And you can give far loftier birth :— 

Ye' come ! — ^we know not whence ! 
Ye go ! — can mortals trace your flight ? 
AU imperceptible to sight, 

Though audible to sense. 

The Sun, — ^liis rise and set we know; 
The @ea, — we mark its ebb and flow; 

The Moon,— her wax and wane; 
The Stars, — ^man knows their courses well; 
The Comet's vagrant patlis can tell ; — 
But you his search disdain. 

Ye restless, homeless, shapeless things ! 
Who mock all our imaginings. 

Like ^irits in a dream; 
What epithet can words «upply 
Unto the bard who talks such high 

Unmanageable theme? 

But one : — ^to me, when fluicy stirs 

My thoughts, ye seem Heaven's Messengers, 

Who leave no path untrod; 
And when, as now, at midnight's hour^ 
I hear your voice in all its power. 
It seems the Voice of Grod, 

Bbbnard Bab Toy* 
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. A CHARADE. 

PBONOn-xcxD as one letter, and written with Qsroa, 

Two lettera tlipre Bre, Bud two only in nie. 

donble, nm single, ntn black, blue, iind gray, 
read from both ends, and the same either way. 
restless and wandering, steady and fixed. 

And you know not one hour what I inay be the no 

~ melt and I kindle, beseech aud defy, 
am watery and moist, I am iiei-y and dry. 
am acDmful and scnwliu^, compassionate, meek 
am ligbt, I am dark, I am strong, I am weak, 
am sluggish and dead, I am lively and bright, 
am eiarp, I am flat, I am left, I am nght. 
am piercing and clear, I am heavy and dull, 

I^preBsive and Inngiiid, contracted and full. 

I nm careless and vacant, I search aud I pry, 

And judge, and decide, and examine, and try. 

I'm a globe, and a mirror, a window, a door. 

An idex:. on organ, and Hfty things more. 

~ belong to 111! animals under the sun, 

And to those wbich were long understood to have n[iiie> 

By some I am soJd to exist in the mind, 

And am found in potatoes, and needles, and wind. 

Three jackets I own. of gloss, water, and horn. 

And I wore them all three, on the day I was bortl. 

1 am covered quite snug, have a lid and a fringe. 

Yet I move every way on invisible hinge. 

A pupil I liave, a most whimsical wight, 

~WIio is little by day and grows big in the night. 

"Whom I cherish with care as a pMt of myself. 

For in truth I depend on this delicate elf, 

WliD collects all my food, and with wonderful knack 

Tlirowsit into a net which I keep at my back; 

And, though beets over head it arrives, in a trice 

It is sent np to table nil proper and nice. 

I am spoken of sometimes as if I were glass. 

But then it ia latse, and tlie trick will not pass. 

A blow makes me run though I liave not a limb; 

Though I neither have fius, nor a bladder, I swim; 

like many more conples, my partner aud I, 
At tiraea will look cross at each other, and aliy; 
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Yet still, though we differ in what we're about. 

One will do all the work when the other is out. 

I am least apt to cry, as they always remark. 

When trimmed with good lashes, or kept in the dark. 

Should I fret and be heated they put me to bed, 

And leave me io cool upon water and bread. 

But if hairdened I grow they make use of the knife. 

Lest an obstinate humour endanger my life. 

Or you may, though the treatment appears to be rough, 

Bim a spit through my side, and with safety enough. 

Like boys who are fond of the fruit and their play, 

I am seen with my ball and my apple all day. 

My belt is a rainbow, I reel and I dance ; 

I am said to retire, though I never advance. 

I am read by physicians as one of their books. 

And am useid by the ladies to fasten their h«^ks. 

My language is plain, though it cannot be heard 

And I speak without ever pronouncing a word. 

Some csdl me a diamond; some say I am jet ; "^ 

Othera talk of my water, or how I am set. 

I*m a borough in England, in Scotland a stream, 

And an isle of the sea in the Irishman*s dream. 

The earth without me would no loveliness wear. 

And sun, moon, and stars, at my wish disappear; 

Yet so fraii is my tenure, so brittle my joy. 

That a speck gives me pain, and a drop can destroy. 



SONG OF MAY MORNING. 



Now the bright morning-star, day's harbinger,- 

Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her 

The flowery May, who from her green lap throws 

The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose. , 

Hail, bounteous May, that dost inspire . 

Mirth, and youth, and warm desire ; 

Woods and groves are of thy dressing, ' 

Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 

Thus we salute thee with our early song, 

And welcome thee, and wish thee long.— -Miltok. 
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THE AFRICAN BOY. lo5 

" Benign inquirer, thou shalt know 
Why here my lonely moments flow ; 
'Tis said, the numerous captive train. 
Late bound by the degrading chain, 
Retui-n, their g^efs and sorrows o'er, 
To repossess their native shore. 

" The gales that o'er the ocean stray, 
And chase the waves in gentle play, 
Methinks they whisper as they fly, 
' Juellen soon will meet thine eye.' 
'Tis this that soothes her little son. 
Blends all his wishes into one. 

" Oh ! were I clasped in her emlnuce, 
I would forgive her past disgrace, 
Forgive the melancholy hour 
She fell a prey to tyrant power. 
Forget her lost distracted air. 
Her sorrowing voice, her Imeeling prayer. 
The bitter tears that wet her cheek, 
And her last agonizing shriek. 

" Locked in her hair, a cruel hand 
Dragged her along the flinty strand : 
Still as she went, with accents wild. 
She shrieked aloud, * My child, my child !' 
The lofty bark she now ascends. 
With screams of woe the air she rends ; 
The vessel lessening from the shore, 
Her piteous plaints I heard no more. 
Now, as I strained my last survey, 
Her distant form dissolved away. 

" That day is past — I cease to mourn— 

Succeeding joy shall have its turn; 

Beside the hoarse resounding deep, 

A pleasing, anxious watch I keep; 

For when the morning clouds i^iall break. 

And beams of day the darkness streak, 

Perhaps along the glittering main, 

(Oh, may this hope not thrdt> in vainj) 

To meet these long desiriiig eyes, 

Juellen and the sun may rise." Jernisgh a^u 



b'OK THE DEATH OP GEOBGE THE THIHt). 



1 SAW hia last on this lemt« pntud, 

WaUdng id heallli and gUdnes^ 
Sfprt widi his court, and in all Uie rroird 

Not B siDgle look of sadness 

Bright was the son, and the leares ■wac gref^, 

Blilliely the birds were singing. 
The cymbal replied to tbe tainboorine. 

And the bells were merrily ringing. 

I hare stood with the croird beside his bier. 

When not a word was spoken, 
Bal ETery eye was dim with a tear. 

And the alence by sobs was broken. 

1 have heard the earth on liii coffin pour. 
To the muffled drums dc?p rolling, 

Wliilc the minute-gun, with its solemn roar. 
Dron'ncd the death-bell's tolling. 

Tlie time since he walked in his glory thus, 
To the grave till I saw him curried. 

Was an age of the mightiest change to as, 
But to him a night unvaried. 

We have fought the fight; — from his lofty tlirun 
The foe of our land we hare tumbled. 

And it gladdened each eye, — save hia alone 
Foi' whom that foe we humbled. 

A daiighler l)eloved-=-ft qneen — a son. 
And a son's sole child have perished ; 

Atid sad was each heart, save the only uno 
By which they were fondest cherished. 

Far his eyee were sealed, and his mind was (Uirl> 

And he sut in his age's lateness. 
Like a vision throned, — as a soleum mit-k 

l)f the frailly of human greataoss. 



OK THE DEATH OF OEOROE THE THIRD. 15? 

Ilis silver beard o'er a bosom spread, 

Unvexed by life's commotion. 
Like a yearly-lengthening snow-drift, shed 

On the calm of a frozen ocean. 

Still o'er him oblivion's waters lay, 

Though the stream of time kept flowing ; — 

When they spoke of our King, 'twas but to say 
That the old man's strength was going. 

At intervals thus the waves disgorge, 

By weakness rent asunder, 
A piece of the wreck of the Boyal George, 

For the people's pity and wonder. 

He is gone at length — ^he is laid in dust — 

Death's hand his slumbers breaking, 
For the coffined sleep of the good and just 

Is a sure and blissful waking. 

Ilis people's heart is his funeral urn ; 

And should sculptured stone be denied him, 
TJiere wUl his name be found, when in turn 

We lay our heads beside him. H. Smith. 



ON SKATING. 



O'er crackling ice, -o'er gulfs profound. 
With nimble gUde the skaters play ; 

O'er treacherous pleasure's flowery ground, 
Thus lightly skim, and haste away. 

Db. Johkson. 



EMPLOYMENT IN A GARDEN. 



Whek evening gray doth rise, I take my round 
Over this mount, and all this flowery ground : 
And early, ere the odorous breath of mom 
Awakes the slumbering leaves, or tasselled horn 
Shakes the high thicket, haste I all about. 
Number my flowers, and visit every sprout. 



THE CORONATION OF INEZ DE CASTRO 



THaovGH iriadows richly -dight 
The mellowed sunbeanis abine. 
But sadly lolls their light 
On Sancta Clar&'a shrme. 
I The Mug and court are there, 
, - With priests and knights iii mail ; 
L But every head ia bare, 

And every cheek is pale. 
I The yoang and gay are met. 
The brave and haughty comc^ 
But eyes with tears are wet. 

And lips with awe are dumb. 
In pomp of regal pride 

Thare ails enthroned a queen ; 
Don Pedro at her side 

eh olds the solemn scene. 
Though grief is on his brow, 
I Yet tearless is his eye. 
Be hmra each plighted tow 

With spirit attrn and higli. 
yet eve™ he must feel 

Far more than speech could own, 
As one by one they kueol 

Before t)iBt silent ihione. 
As one by one they take 
Tliat pasMve hand to kiss, 
> "What thonghts and feetinga wake 

Dreams of departed bliss ! 
^ For ob : no life-blood warm 
Tliat frame may animate, 
Bat wasted is the farm 

Thus throned in solemn state. 
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The glittering crown of gold 

Rest on a lifeless head, 
The broidered robes enfold 

The relics of the dead. 

Those robes are but a pall 

However briglit their sheens- 
She sits before them all 

The spectre of a queen. 

They bear her back to earth 
r And close the fearful rite, 
And not one thought of mirth 
The pageant could excite. 

For by it may be seen, 

In its glory and its gloom, 
How brief the space between 

The proud throne and silent tomb. 

BEaxAUD Babton. 



WRITTEN IN A VALLEY, NEAR A STREAM. 

FROM THE ABABIC. 

The intertwining boughs for thee 
Have wove, sweet dell, a verdant vest, 

And thou in turn shall give to me 
A grassy couch upon thy breast. 

To shield me from day's fervid glare, 
Thine oaks their fostering arms extend ; 

As anxious o'er her infant care 
I've seen a watdilfol mother bend. 

A brighter cup, a sweeter draught, 

I gather from that rill of thine, 
Than maddening drunkards ever qoafiRsd, 

Than all the treasures of the vine. 

So smooth the pebbles on its shore, 

That not a maid can thither stauy, 
But counts her strings of jewels o'er. 

And thinks her pearls have slipped away. 

Caelyle. 
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HOSPITALITY. 

Deas boy, throw tliat icicle down. 

And sweep lliis deep snow from tlie door ; 
Old Winter cornea on with a frown, 

A terrilile frown for tha poor. 
In a BEflBon so nide and forlorn. 

How can age, how can infancy, bear 
Tlie silent neglect and the Econi 

01' those who have plenty to spore? 
Presh broached ia my cask of old ale ; 

Well timed now the frost is set in,— 
Here's Job como to tell us a tale, 

We'll make him at home to a pin. 
Abardance was never my lot; 

But out of the trifle that's given. 
That no curse may alight on my cot, 

I'll distribute tho bounty of Heaven, 
Tlie fool and the slave gather wealth ; 

But if I add nought to my store. 
Vet while I keep conscience in health, 

I've a mine lliat will never grow poor. 



THE NAHCISSUS. 

I SAW, the pride of all the meadow. 

At noon a gay uorciGSUH blow 
Upon a river's bant, whose sliadow 

Gloomed in the silver waves below. 
Uy iioon-tide's heot its youlli was wosted. 

The waters as they parsed complained ; 
At eve, its glories all were blasted, 

And not one former grace remained. 
While the mild rose more safely growing 

Low in tile unaspiring vole. 
Amidst retirement's eheller Uowing, 

Long sheda i(s sweetnesB on the gale. 



161 
THE FALLS OF THE PASSAIC. 



In a wild, tranquil vale, fringed with forests of green, 
"Where nature had fashioned a soft, sylvan scene. 
The retreat of the ring-dove, the haunt of the deer 
Passaic in silence rolled gentle and clear. 

No gitmdeur of prospect astonished the sight. 
No ahruptness sublime mingled awe with delight ; 
Here the wild flow'ret blossomed, the elm proudly waved. 
And pure was the current the green bank that laved. 

But tlie spirit that ruled o'er the thick tangled wood. 
And deep in its gloom fixed his murky abode. 
Who loved the -^vild scene that the whirlwinds, deform, - 
And gloried in thunder, and lightning, and storm, — 

All flushed from the tumult of battle he came. 
Where the red men encountered the children of flame. 
While the noise of the war-whoop still rang in his ears, 
And the fresh bleeding scalp as a trophy he bears : 

With a glance of disgust he the landscape surveyed. 
With its fragrant wild flowers, its wide waving shade; 
Where Passaic meanders through margins of green. 
So transparent its waters, its surface serene. 

He rived the gi'een hills, the wild woods he laid low ; 
He taught the pure stream in rough channels to flow ; 
He rent the rude rock, the steep precipice gave, 
And hurled down the chasm the thundering wave. 

Countless moons have since rolled in the long lapee of 

time; 
Cultivation has softened those features sublime ; 
The axe of the white man has lightened the shade, 
And dispelled the deep gloom of the thicketed glade ; 

But the stranger still gazes, with wondering eye. 
On the rocks rudely torn, and groves mounted on l.igh; 
Still loves on the clifi^'s dizzy borders to roam, 
W^here the torrent leaps headlong embosomed in foam. 

Washington Ibvino. 

M 
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THE CUCKOO. 

Hail, beauteous stranger of the wood^ 

Attendant on the Spring ! 
Now heaven repairs thy vernal seat. 

And woods thy welcome sing. 

Soon as the daisy decks the green, 

Thy certain voice we hear : 
Hast thou a star to guide thy patli, 

Or mark the rolling year I 

Delightful visitant ! with thee 

I hail the time of flowers. 
When heaven is filled with music sweet 

Of lirds among the bowers. 

Tlie school-boy wandering in the wood, 

To pull the flowers so gay. 
Starts— thy curious voice to hear^ 

And imitates thy lay. 

Soon as the pea puts on the bloom. 

Thou fly'st the vocal vale, 
An annual guest in other lands. 

Another spring to Iiail. 

Sweet bird, thy bower is ever green. 

Thy sky is ever clear ; 
Thou hast no sorrow in thy song, 

No Winter in thy year ! 

On ! could I fly, I'd fly with thee ; 

We'd make, with social wing. 
Our annual visit o'er the globe. 

Companions of the Spring. — Logan. 



THE ORPHAN'S PRAYER. 



The frozen streets in moonlight glitter. 
The midnight liour has long been post; 

Ah, me ! the wind blows keen and bitter 
I sink beneath the piercing blast ; 
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In eveiy vein seems life to languish, 
Their weight my limbs no more can bear. 

But no one soothes the Orphan's anguish, 
And no one heeds the Orphan's prayer. 

Hark ! hark ! for surely footsteps near me. 

Advancing press the drifted snow !— 
I die for food, oh ! stranger, hear me, 

I die for food ! some alms bestow. 
You see no guilty wretch implore you. 

No wanton pleads in feigned despaii'; 
A famished Orphan kneels before you, 

Oh, grant the famished Orphan's prayer. 

Perhaps you think my lips dissembling, 

Of virtuous sorrows feign a tale, 
Then mark my frame with anguish trembling, 

My hollow eyes, my features pale. 
E'en should my story prove ideal, 

Too well these wasted limbs declare 
My wants at least are not unreal; 

Then, stranger! grant the Orphan's prayer. 

He's gone ! no mercy man will show me. 

In prayers no more I'll waste my breath, 
Here on the frozen earth I'll throw me, 

And wait in mute despair for death. 
Farewell, thou cruel world ! to-morrow 

No more thy scorn my heart shall tear, 
The grave will shield the child of sorrow, 

And heaven will hear the Orphan's prayer. 

But thou ! proud man, the beggar scorainT, ' 

Unmoved who saw*st me kneel for bread, 
Tliy heart shall ache to hear that morning, 

That morning found the beggar dead ; 
And when the room resounds with laughter, 

My famished cry thy mirth shall scare, 
And often shalt thou wish hereafter. 

Thou hadst not scorned the Orphan's prayer. 

M. G. Lewis 
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A SONG OF PITCAIRN'S ISLAND. 



Come, take our boy, and we will go 

Before our cabin-door ; 
The wind shall bring us, as they blow. 

The murmurs of the shore ; 
And we will kiss his young blue eyes. 
And I will sing him, as he lies. 

Songs that were made of yore ;— 
I'll sing, in his delighted ear, 
The island lays thou lovest to hear. 

And thou, whilst stammering I repeat, 

Thy country's tongue shalt teach, 
'Tis not so soft, but far more sweet 

Than my own native speech ; 
For thou no other tongue didst know. 
When, scarcely twenty moons ago, 

Upon Taheit^'s beach, 
Thou earnest to woo me to be thine, 
"With many a speaking look and sign. 

I knew thy meaning, — thou didst praise 

My eyes, my locks of jet ; 
Ah ! well for me they won thy gaze,— < 

But thine were fairer yet ! 
I'm glad to see iny infant wear 
Thy soft blue eyes and simny air ; 

And when my sight is met 
By his white brow and blooming cheek, 
I feel a joy I cannot speak. 

Come, talk of Europe's maids with me, 
Whose necks and cheeks, they toll. 
Outshine the beauty of the sea, 

White foam, and crimson shell, 
I'll shape like theirs my simple dress 
And bind, like them, each jetty tress, 

A sight to please thee well ; 
And for my dusky brow will braid 
A bonnet like an English maid. 
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Come, for the soft, low sunlight calls, — 

We love the pleasant hours; 
'Tis lovelier than these cottage-walls 

That seat among the flowei-s. 
And I will learn of thee a prayer 
To Him who gave a home so fair^ 

A lot so blest as ours,— 
The God who made, for thee and me, 
This sweet lone isle amid the sea. Bryant. 



PRAISE OF A COUNTRY LIFE. 

Mistaken mortals! did you know 
Where joy, heart's ease, and comforts grow, 

You'd scora proud towers, 

And seek them in these bowers ; 
Where winds sometimes our woods perliaps may 

shake. 
But blustering care could never tempest make. 
Nor murmurs e*er come nigh us. 
Save of fountains that glide by us. . 

Here's no fantastic masque or dance. 
But of our kids that fHsk and prance; 

Nor wars are seen, 

Unless upon the gi*een 
Two harmless lambs are butting one another, 
Which done, both bleating run each to his mother; 
And wounds are never found, 
Save what the ploughshare gives the ground. ' 

Go ! let the diving Negro seek. 
For gems hid in some forlorn creek; 

We all pearls scorn, . 

Save what the dewy morn 
Congeals upon each little spire of grass. 
Which careless shepherds beat down as they pass; 
And gold ne'er here appears. 
Save what the yellow harvest bears. 

Sir II. WooTTOK* 



AN EVENING WALK IN BENGAL. 



I taali is done I o'er Giinga'a breatt 
s sinlting down ti 



'-I'll 

And, moored beneath Uie tamarind bougli. 
Our bark lioa found its liarbour now, 
'With furled Kail, and painted side. 
Behold Ihe tiiij IHgate ride. 
Upon her deck, 'mid l^b3rcoal gleama, 
'Ihe Moslem's savoury supper steams; 
While, all apart, beneath the 'vood. 
The Hindoo cooks hia einpler food^ 
Come, walk with me the jungle through; — 
Tf yonder hunter tell us true. 
Ear off, in desert dank and rude, 
The tiger holds his solitude; 
(Nor taught by recent nnn to shun 
The thundera of the English gun) 
A dreadful guest, but r&relj seen, 
Itotums to scare the village green. — 
Ck>me boldly on ! no venomed snaka 
Can shelter in so cool e. brake ; 
Child of the sun 1 he loves to lie 
'Mid nature's embere, parclied and dry. 
Where o'er some tower, in ruin laid, 
Tlie peepiil spreads its haunted shade. 
Or round a tomb liis scales to wreath, 
Eit wai'der in the gate of death! 
Come ou 1 yet pause! behold oa now 
Beneath tlie bamboo's arched bough ; 
Where, gemming oft that sacred gloom. 
Glows the geranium's scarlet bloom: 
And winds our path through many a bower 
Of fragnuit tree and giant flower : — 
The ceiba's* ciimsoni pomp displaj'ed 
O'er Ihe broad plantain's hurablor shade, 
And dusk anana's prickly blade; 
While o'er the break so wild and fair. 
The betel waves his crest in air. 
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With pendent train, and rushing wings. 

Aloft the gorgeous peacock springs; 

And he, the bird of hundred dyes, 

Whose plumes the dames of Ava prize. 

So rich a shade, so green a so^. 

Our English fairies never trod; 

Yet who in Indian bower has stood, 

But thought on England*s "good green wood?" 

And blessed, beneath the palmy shade, 

II er hazel and lier hawthorn glade; 

And breathed a prayer (how oft in vain !) , 

To gaze upon her oaks again. 

A truce to thought ! the jackal*s cry 
Resounds like sylvan reveliy; 
And, through the trees, yon filing ray 
Will scantly serve to guide our way. 
Yet, mark! as fade tlie upper skies. 
Each thicket opes ten thousand eyes: — 
Before, beside us, and above, 
Tlie fire-fly lights his lamp of love. 
Retreating, chasing, sinking, soaring. 
The darkness of the copse exploring; 
While, to this cooler air confest, 
Tlie broad dhatura bares her breast. 
Of fragrant scent, and virgin white, 
A pearl around the locks of night ! 
Still as we pass, in softened hum. 
Along the breezy alleys come 
The village-song, the horn, the drum. 
Still as we pass, from brush and brier. 
The shrill cigala strikes his lyre ; 
And what is she, whose liquid strain 
Thrills through yon copse of sugar-cane? 
I know the soul-entrancing swell ! 
It is — it must be — Philomel ! 

Enough ! enough ! the rustling trees 
Announce a shower upon the breeze. 
The flashes of the Summer-sky 
Assume a deeper, ruddier dye ; 
Yon lamp that trembles on the stream 
From forth our cabin sheds its beam ; 



And we niiist early sleep, to find. 
Betimes, the morning's healthy ivind. 
But, oUI with thankful hearia confess 
Even liere there may be tisjipineas ; 
And H^ the bounteous sire, liaa given 
His peace on earth — his hope in heaven 1 

Bishop Heber. 

susimeh. 

How fast the rapid hours retire! 

How soon tiiB Spring was done! 
And now no clond keeps off the fire 

Of the bright, burning sno. 
The slender flower-bud dreads to swell 

In that unclouded bluo. 
And treasures in ila fading bell 

The spark of morning dew. 
Tlie stream bounds lightly from the spring 

To eool and shadowy caves ; 
And the bird dips his ■weary wing- 

Beneath its sparkling waves. 

PEABonr- 

THE ■WITHERED LEAF. 

Upoh ft lofty forest oak, a leaf, 

Fanned by the In'eeze, or sparkling in the dew, 

From infancy to age in beauty greiv. 
Though all its life was but a season brief: 
Withered, and shrunk, at lenf(tli, to Nature's grief. 

And loosened from its parent stem, it blew 

Lito my bosom. '' So, alas ! thou too 
Shalt fall," it seemed to sayj "nor be thou deaf 

To this my voice : like a swift running stream 
Thy youth, tby loveliness, have passed away. 

And oil thy years have vanished like a dream; 
Thy song must even fiiil, which day by day 

Was heard among the flowers; nor shall one glea 
Of cherished glory light thee to decay 1" 

PlCKEaiKO. 
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MY BIRTH-DAY. 



Thbouoh a, dull tract of wo, of dread. 
The toiling year has passed and fled : 
And, lo ! in sad and passive strain, 
I sing my Birth-day date again. 

Trembling and poor I saw the light, 
New waking from unconscious night : 
Trembling and poor I still remain. 
To meet unconscious night again. 

Time in my pathway strews few flowers. 
To cheer or cheat the weary hours ; 
And those few sti-angers, dear indeed, 
Are choked, are checked, by many a weed. 

CaABBC 



RECOLLECTIONS OF YOUTH. 

Give me again the peaceful days I passed 

"Within iny native woods, gay as the birds 

That carolled on the boughs ; my breast as pure 

As were the fresh and dew-steeped violets. 

That decked my path. With each returning sun 

Arose the healthful vigour of my soul. 

And shed a dawn of cheerfulness around me. 

Or if I sometimes wept at tales of wo 

The busy world gave birth to, yet my sorrow. • 

Was gentle as the soft complaining song 

The nightingale addresses to the moon. 

But now the smUing moon has lost its beauty, 

The woodland music deadens on the breeze. 

And the scarce-opening blossoms seem to languish. 

At times a short oblivion lulls my soul. 

But now I start again to recollection; 

And when I weep, my tears are those of guilt. 

That carry anguish with them. 

Mackenzie. 
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THE STRANDED BARK AND THE LIFE-BOAT, 

Sue strikes, and slie reels, nnd her liigli toirering mast, 
Like the forest oali, bends in tlie liun'icane-blaBt, 
And the billows, whose awful lops seen ia the clouds, 
Doali liigli o'er the wretches tliat fly to her shrouds. 
Again she hath sttuck, arid the turbulent air ^H 

In filled with wild horror, and shrieks of despair: ^^| 
Fow moments must free her from breakers and spTay|^^| 
Or entomb thpm in ocean for ever and aye. ^^H 

Foraalten her helm, that, the dark waters o'er, ^^ 

Had oft steered her safe to the sllelteiing shore ; 
And her beautiful pennant, that streamed ever height. 
Like a sunbeam by day, and a meteor by night. 
Now twiues rouud her tupuiaet (liow changed sin 

momr) 
Or, piecemeal, the sport of the tempest, is torn. 
No peal of ahum was disehargcd fruin her deck ; 
But the voice of desptur from the perishing wreck 
Found an echo in hearts that, in every wild form. 
Have encountered the demon that yells in the storm ; 
And that spirit, wiiich makes them in danger more bravo. 
Only rose mth the scene ; on the tempest-tost wave 
They launched their light bark, and, in gallant amijj 
Dnshed from shore, with a true hearty British huzza,. J 
Far, fiir as the eye of the gazer conld roam 1 

Thei'c was nothing but breakers and billowd of ibanii'l 
One moment she seemed in tho boiling surge lost, 
The next, we beheld her still struggling, but tost 
At the mercUesa power of tho deep booming sea; 

But still forward she heirt on her perilona track,— 
Oh, sailor-boy [ snilor-boy! many for thee -^ 

Are the siglis and the team that will wolcome thee bacE^ 
Now high o'er the billows ronjeBtio she rides, 
"With her twelve noble rowers sill lashed to her sides; 
IlL'lax not one effort, — one moment may save, 

Ihem for ever Lencatll the dork wave; 
For.harkl tho hut cry of despair is ascending, 
As shivering they cling to the topmost, and rending 
The heavens with tlieir outcry, — ono effort, one more. 
And 'iis gmned, — like a Ihundcr-cloud, burst upon shore 
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Hie gazei*s* applause, as the life-boat steered round them. 

But who shall describe the poor rescued, or tell 
With what feelings these greater than conqnerors found 
them, • 

As half naked, half dead, from the riggmg they fell; 
Or lifelessly simk on their foreheads, bb though 
The last torment was past — drained the last cup of wo ? 
And now, with the shipwrecked and destitute crew, 
0*er the wild waste of waters their toil they renew ; 
The billows are foaming around them, and loud, 
Lilce the roar of artillery, the tempest charged cloud 
Breaks o^er them in thunder ; still o^er the dark sea. 

They push their light bark in its perilous track, — 
Oh, sailor-boy ! sailor-boy ! many for thee 

Are the sighs and the tears that will welcome thee back. 
The sea-gull flew wildly and mournfully round, 
As if on the deep shoreless ocean she'd found 
Some exiles, condemned o'er the wide world to roam ; 
Then, light as the billow, and white as the foam, 
"Winged her way on the breeze to her tempest-rocked 

liome. 
On the tiptoe of hope and of fear we beheld. 
As their bark through the billows the rowers impelled ; 
But, at length, in smooth water we saw her safe moored,— 
And what was the boon for the danger endured ? 
Avaunt, selfish hearts : what at first had inspired 
Brought its own bright reward, all the boon they desired; 
'Twas enough to have saved, from the jaws of the grave. 
Hearts that beat like their own, true, undaunted, and 
brave. Avon. 



CONTENTMENT IN A HUMBLE STATION. 



"Why should I blush that fortune*s frown 
Dooms me life's humble patlis to tread. 

To live unheeded and unknown. 
To sink forgotten to the 'dead I 

'Tis not the good, the wise, the brave. 

That surest shine, or highest rise ; 
The feather sports upon the wave„ 

The pearl in ocean's cavern lies* Gk^'lxv^, 



THE WANDERING BOT. 

Whem the Winter wind whistlea alonR the wild ii 

Aiid the cottager shuts on the beggar Ilia door ; 

When the cliiUIn^ tear stands ia my comfarllees ey^l 

Oh, how hard ia the lot uf the Wandering Boy ! 

The Winter is cold, and I have no vest, 

And my heart it is cold as it beats hi roj iireoat ; 

No father, no mother, no kindred have I, 

For I oni a parentless Wandering Buy. 

Yet I once had a home, and I once had a, ure, 

A mother who granted each infant desiro ; 

Our cottage it stood in a wood- embowered vale. 

Where the ring-dovo would warble its sorrawfiil te 

But my father and motlier were smamaned away. 

And they left me to liard-heai-ted strangers a, prey ; 

I fled from their rigour witli many a sigh. 

And now I'm a poor little Wandering Boy. 

Hie wind it is keen, and tlic snotr loads the gale ; 

And no one will list to itly innocent tale : 

I'll go to the grave where my parents both lie, 

And death shall bcfiiend the ])oor Wandering Boy. 

KlBKE WhITK, 



TUE NAUTILUS. 

Up with thy tiiin transparent soil, 

Thou tiny mariner !— the gale 

Comes gently from the laud, aiiil bringa 

Tlie odour of all lovely things. 

That Zephyr, in his wanton piny. 

Scatters in Spiiog's triumphant way ; — 

Of primrose pale, and violet. 

And yonng anemone, beset 

By tliousand spikes of every hue. 

Purple and scarlet, white and blue : 

And evety breese that sweeps tho earth 

Bringa the sweet sounds oHo\eBii4.HiCTfti5> 

The shriily pipe of things unseen 

'That pitter in lUe meadowB grcea -, _ 
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The linnet's love-sick melody. 
The laverock's carol loud and high ; 
And mellowed, as from distance borne, 
The music of the shepherd's horn. 

Up, little Nautilus ! thy day 

Of life and joy is come : —away ! 

The ocean's flood, that gleams so bright 

Beneath the morning's ruddy light, 

With gentlest surge scarce ripples o'er 

The lucid gems that pave the shore ; 

Each billow wears its little spray. 

As maids wear wreaths on holiday ; 

And maid ne'er danced on velvet gi*een 

More blithely round the May's young queen 

Tlian thou shalt dance o'er yon bright sea 

That wooes thy prow so lovingly. 

Then lift thy sail ! — 'tis shame to rest. 

Here on the sand, thy pearly breast. 

Away ! thou first of mariners ; — 

Give to the wind all idle fears; 

Tliy freight demands no jealous care,—" 

Yet navies might be proud to bear 

The wondrous wealth, the unbought spell, 

That loads thy ruby-cinctured shell. 

A heart is there to Nature ti:ue, 

"Which wrath nor envy ever knew, — 

A heart that calls no creature foe. 

And ne'er designed another's woe ;— 

A heart whose joy o'ei-flows its home. 

Simply because sweet Spring is come. 

Up, beauteous Nautilus ! — away ! 

The idle muse that chides thy stay 

Shall watch thee long, with anxious ^ye. 

O'er thy bright course delighted fly ; 

And, when black storms deform the main. 

Cry welcome to the sands again ! 

Heaven grant that she through life's wide sea 

May sail as innocent as thee ; 

And, homeward turned, like thee -nv^^ ^<^ 

Sure refuge from the wave and "wVoSl. 



BIRDS IN SUMMER. 



I 



How pleasant the life of a bird most be, 
Flitting about in eacli leafy tree; 
111 the leaf; trees ho broad and lall. 
Like a green and beautiful palace-ball, 
"With its aiiy cliambers, ligbt and boon, 
Tliat open to sun, and atara, and moon; 
That D[ieo unto tlie bright blue sky, , 

And the frolicsome winda, as tUey wander by I 

They liave left their nests in the forest bough. 
Those homes of delight they need not now ; 
And the young and the old tliey irander out. 
And traverse their green world round about; 
And, hark 1 at the top of this leafy liall, 
llow, one to tlie other, they lovingly call : — 
" Conio up, come np !" they seem to say, 
" Where tlie topmost twigs in the breezes pIoT !" 1 

" Come np, come up, for the world is fair, 

Wliere the merry leaves dance in the Summer airfl 

And the birds below give back the cry, 

" We come, wo come, M the branches high !" 

How pleasant the life of the birds most be, 

Living in love in a leafy tree, — 

And away through the air, what joy to go, 

And to look on the green, bright earth below ! 

How pleasant the life of a bird must he, 

Skimming about on the breezy sen. 

Cresting the hillnws like silvery foam, 

And then wheeling away to its cliff-built nome ! 

What joy it must be to sail, upborne 

By a strong free wing, throogh the rosy mom, 

Tu meet the young sun, face to face. 

And pierce, like a shaft, the boundless spaee ! 

To pias tliroQgli the bowers of the silver cloud. 
And to sing in the thunder batU sloud; 
To spread oai the wings for o, wi\i iret «iigiA 
With the upper cloud-winssi— oVi, -«vw ic\"^*.vj 
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Oh, what would I give, like a bird, to go 
Bight on through the arch of the Bun-Ht bow. 
And to see how the water-drops are kissed 
Into green, and yellow, and amethyst ! 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Wherever it listeth there to flee: 
To go, when a joyful fancy calls, 
Dashing adown mong the waterfalls; 
Then wheeling about, with its mates at play. 
Above, and below, and among the spray, 
Hither and thither, with~jscreams as wild 
As the laughing mirth of a rosy child I 

What a joy it must be, like a living breeze, 
To flutter about *mong the flowering trees ; 
Lightly to soar, and to see beneath 
The wastes of the blossoming pm*ple heath. 
And the yellow furze, like fields of gold. 
That gladden some fairy region old. 
On inoimtain tops, on the billowy sea, 
On the leafy stems of the forest-tree, 
How pleasant the life of a bird mtist be ! 

Mary Howitt* 



THE WISH. 



Give me a cottage on some Cambrian wild. 

Where, far from cities, I may spend my days. 
And, by the beauties of the scene beguiled, 

May pity man's pursuits, and shun his ways. 
While on the rock I mark the browsing goat. 

List to to the mountain torrent's distant noisc> 
Or the hoarse bittern's solitary note, 

I shall not want'the world's delusive joys; 
But with my little scrip, my book, my lyre. 

Shall think my lot complete, nor covet more 
And when, with time, shall wane the vital fire, 

I'll raise my pillow on the desert shore. 
And lay me down to rest where t\\e V^'^.^wj^ 
Shall make sweet music o'er lay \ot\^'^ ^jksln^« 



I 



All hail. Antiquity ! thou fill'st the sou! 

With thoughts thiit tower above the busy throng; 1 
Tliou growest more dear, as Time, with heavy rol^ 
Sireepa, like a vast impetuous wave, along : 
By thee inspired, the child of ancient song 
Bids the bright scenes of vanished ages iiail ! 
Wolfing hia wild harp ruined piles among, 
' Or, oft retiring to the listening vale, 
' Chants many a legend dailc, and many a feudal tale. 

Sacred the groimd within the chapel tall, 
Where deep is graved the iron hand of Time; 

Where the light fret-work dances ronnd the wnU, 
And Gothic sculpture rears its front sublime : 
The once light-merry bells forget their chime ; 

On mouldering stones, amid the blaze of day, 
There let me trace the quaint sepnlchml rhyme, 

Wliere frowning knights in brass incessant pray. 

And in the rich-stained glosa the vivid sun-beams pl^ 

Dull is the helm, that glittered terrors once. 

Dull is the shield, that once was bright with sheen. 

Dull IB the steel point of the gaivering lance. 
And deadly dull the eye of him, I ween. 
Who whilome shone a knight of martial mie 

But now at rest beneath the low flag-stone. 

Leaves but the shade of grandeur that has been; 

The sparkling eye, the heart of fire, are gone, 

All, oil foi^otteu now, neglected, and unknown. 

Fame! tlion art treacherous; mighty men havestood^ 

Chief in thy temple, where it shines on high; 
And thus the great, the noble, and the good. 

Fall trom their liiche of glory bnt to die, 

Or live but in flilse honouv's memory 1 
And yet they died not wholly. Men consigned 

Nought save the " earth to earth," their names sup^ 
The bright example, the immortal mind ; 
p 'Midst daat and ofhes these a BpTe3.d\D% voat sluill iinda.. 
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For lo ! keen science, with exploring hand. 
Removes the envious veil that late concealed 

The form of olden times ; at her command, 
In ancient garb arrayed, she stands rev€»Eiled : 
Guarding the honours of the blazoned shield, 

Bich guerdons of their great and glorious toil 
Who well defended, 'midst the dusty field, 

''Grod and their right," against the unrighteous spoil 

Of i*udc invading foe, or dark intestine broil. — :M. 



LO, THE LILIES OF THE FIELD. 



Lo, the Lilies of the field. 

How their leaves instruction yield ! 

Hark to Nature's lesson given 

By the blessed birds of heaven ! 

Eveiy bush and tufted tree 

Wai-bles sweet philosopliy ; 

" Mortal, fly from doubt and sori'ow! 

God provideth for the morrow I 

"Say, with richer crimson glows 
The kingly mantle than the rose? 
Say, have kings more wholesome fare 
Than we poor citizens of air ? 
Barns nor hoarded grain have we, 
Yet we carol merrily. 
Mortal, fly from doubt and sorrow ! 
God provideth for the morrow! 

" One there lives whose guardian eye 
Guides our humble destiny ; 
One there lives, who. Lord of all. 
Keeps our feathers lest they fall. 
Pass we blithely, then, the time. 
Fearless of the snare and lime. 
Free from doubt and faithless sorrow; 
Gt)d provideth for the morrow!" Heber. 



[Listen, geotlc Iilndelinc i 
Listen, listen, uuta me; 
And th^ Lapp}r home sliall b? 
Thronged with niany a vassiil bcldj 
Sir Huhert and Sir Leoline, 
And beauteous pnge in vest of gold, 
To wutch thy sweet eyes, Uiidelioe. 
And we ivill pitch our pleasant tent 
Beneath sn overhanging tree, 
"Wheie hnnter'H how waa never bent, 
la haunted glades of FaSrj j 
And I will sit by thee, and twine 
Odonjug garianda for tho shrine 
Of thy wliite Imnd, Madeline ' 
' Or if tiioti lovest to reclico 
In darkened chamber, faint with flow 
"Wliat care I for sunuj \ioviTa, 
Or Summer light, w^ieattvow ai\.ima5 
Gloviiag, blushing, Mttic\iiie\ 



MADELINE. 

Come forth, pretty Madeline, 
Lo ! the pleasant breath of May, 
Sweetens every field to-day; 
Never hath a fairer night 
Closed the dewy eyes of light; 

Come forth while the raoon-beams shine'"; 

On the pale grass, Madeline. 

Oh ! that I were, sweet Madeline, 

Tbe happy Clonic of Tombeline, 

"When half in hope and half in fear. 

Thy red lips breathe into his ear 

Little trespasses that twine 

Round thy meek heart, Madeline. 

If I had, ftir Madeline, 
Tlie soft eye of the evening star, 
How quickly from my homo afar. 

Into thy chamber would I shine ; 

'While from that snowy breast of thine 

Bustles the white lawn, Madeline ! 
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And if thou wilt, young Madeline, 
For woodland chaplet thou shall wea( 
A glittering crown upon thy hair. 

And pearls about thy brow divine^ 

Sweetest, dearest Madeline. 

Conversations at Cambridge. 



THE SWALLOW. 

I AM fond of the Swallow^— I learn from her flight. 
Had I skill to improve it, a lesson of loves 

How seldom on earth do we see her alight ! 
She dweUs in the skies;, she is ever above. 

It is on the wing that she takes her repose. 
Suspended and poised in the region of air, 

'Tis not in our fields that her sustenance grows^ 
It is winged like herself, 'tis ethereal fare. 

She comes in the Spring, all the Summer she stays. 
And dreading the cold, still follows the sun — 

So, true to our love, we should covet his mys, > 
And the place where he shines not, immediately 
shun. 

Our light should be love, and our nourislmient prayer. 
It is dangerous food that we find upon earth! . 

The fiiiit of this world is beset with a snare, .. 
In itself it is hurtful, as vile in its birth. 

'Tis rarely, if ever, she settles below. 
And only when building a nest for her young ; 

Were it not for her brood she Would never bestow 
A thought upon anything filthy as dung. 

Let us leave it ourselves ('tis a mortal abode), 
To bask every moment in infinite love; 

Let us fly the dark winter, and follow the road. 
That leads to the day-spring appearing above. 
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MOTHER'S LOVE. 



A mother's love — how sweet the name! 

What is a mother's love ? 
A noble, pure, and tender flame, 

Enkindled from above, 
To bless a heart of earthly mould; 
The warmest love that can grow cold ; 

This is a mother's love. 

To bring a helpless babe to lights 

Then, while it lies forlorn. 
To gaze upon that dearest sight. 

And feel herself new-born, 
In its existence lose her own. 
And live and breathe in it alone; 

This is a mother's love. 

Its weakness in her arms to bear ; 

To cherish on her breast, 
Feed it from love's own fountain there, 

And lull it there to rest; 
Then while it slumbers watch its breath. 
As if to guard from instant death ; 

This is a mother's love. 

To mark its growth from day to day. 

Its opening charms admire. 
Catch from its eye the earliest ray 

Of intellectual fire ; 
To smile and listen while it talks. 
And lend a finger when it walks; 

This is a mother's love. 

And can a mother's love grow cold? 

Can she forget her boy ? 
His pleading innocence behold. 

Nor weep for grief — for joy ! 
A mother may forget her child 
While wolves devour it on the wild ; 

— Ls this a mother's love ? 
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Ten thousand voices answer " No !" 

Ye clasp your babes and kiss ; 
Your bosoms yearn, your eyes o'erflow; 

Yet, ah ! remember this; 
The infant, reared alone for earth. 
May live, naay d*e, — to curse his birth ; 

— ^Is this a mother's love ? 

A parent's heart may prove a snare; 

The child she loves so well, 
Her hand may lead, with gentlest care, 

Down the smooth road to hell ; 
Nourish its frame, — destroy its mind ; 
Thus do the blind mislead the blin^. 

E'en with a mother's love. 

Blest infant ! whom liis mother taught 

Early to seek the Lord, 
And poured upon his dawning thought 

The day-spring of the word ; 
This was the lesson to her son^ 
— Time is Eternity begun : 

Behold that mother s love. 

Blest mother r who, in wisdom's path, 

By her own parent trod. 
Thus taught her son to flee the wrath, 

And know the fear of God : 
Ah ! youth, like him enjoy your prime^ 
Begin Eternity in time. 

Taught by that mother's love. 

That mother's love ! — how sweet the name ! 

What teas that mother's love ? 
— ^The noblest, purest, tenderest flame 

That kindles from above. 
Within a heart of earthly mould. 
As much of heaven as heai*t can hold. 
Nor through eternity grows cold ; 

This was that moUier's love. 

James Mok'toomery. 



THE NEGRO'S COMPLAINT. 

FoncEH froui liome and all ita pleasures, 

Afric'a coast I left forlorn ; 
To increaso a stranger's treasures, 

O'er tlie raging billows bome. 
Men from Englnnd bought and sold me. 

Paid m}^ price in paltry gold; 
But, tliongli slave tliey have enrolled mc. 

Minds are never to be sold. 

Still in thought as free as ever. 

What are England's righta, I aslc, 
Ale from my delights to Hever, 

He to torture, ine to task T 
Pieeey locks and blade eomplewou 

Cannot forfeit nature's claim ; 
Hues maj differ, but affection 

Dwells in wliite and black the aama. 

Why did all-creating Nature 

Hake the plant for which we toil ! 
Siglis must fan it, tears must water, 

Sweat of ours must dress tha soil. 
Think, ye maatera, iron-hearted. 

Lolling at your jovial boards. 
Think liow miHiy backs hava smarted 

For tho sweets your cane affordi. 
Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 

Is there One who reigns on hi^ ? 
Ilns lie bid you bay oud sell us. 

Speaking from llis throne, the sky ! 
Aek liim, if your knotted scourges, 

Matches, blood-extorting screws, 
Ai-e tho means tlHit duty urges, 

Agents of Ilia m\X to use t 

Ilnvk I He answers — wild tornadoes. 
Strewing yonder seas with wrecks, 
Wasting towns, plantations, meaiovi*, 
Aie the voice with wliicV lie eviebta. 
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He, foreseeing what vexations 

Afric's sons should undergo, 
Fixed their tyrant's liabitations 

"Where His whirlwinds answer— *Na! • 

By our blood in Afric wasted. 

Ere our neclcs received the chain ; 
By the miseries that we tasted, 

Crossing in your bark the main ; 
By our sufferings, since ye brought us 

To the man-degrading mart ; 
All sustained by patience taught us 

Only by a broken heart : 

Deem our nation brutes no longer. 

Till some reason ye shall find 
Worthier of regard and stronger 

Than the colour of our kind. 
Slaves of gold, who^ sordid dealings 

Furnish all your boasted powers ; 
Prove that you have human feelings 

Ere you proudly question ours ! Cowper. 



THE ORIOLE'S NEST. 



The Oriole builds her a pensile nest: 

It hangs by a thread, and it waves in the skie? ; ' 
Yet no foe dares that tranquil asylum molest : 

If he tempt the frail twig, it forsakes him— -he dies. 

The lion is tracked to the wild tangled lair ; 

In vain the whale shrinks to the dark icy wave ; 
The elephant's strength may not burst the fell snare, 

Nor the swift-bounding fawn find retreat in her cave. 

Yet the Oriole sings in her soft fragile nest^ 
.. Though it hang by a thread and is rocked by thft ^j1^% 
Foes are near, yet no tumult 8i^pToas:^QJ&\v^x\st^»s^\ 
Her offspring no prowling mfiaraxxidLfic^ «^i»Su . 



O'eilianging tlie torrent, unheeded, alone. 

In her ftiir leafy island she nurtiirea lier brood; 
"WoHld they wisli for some pnth-way to tempt realms 

By tlmt patli-way, so envied, wonlJ dangers intrade. 
Then blest he the cottajre that shields me irom care ; 

I ask no new ties of amiiition or pride ; 
Alay ray nei^t loose-suspended float raim in mid-air, 
Unuullied by eartli, tliougii to earth near allied : 
Yet nearer to hearen ; for death's wintry blast 

The tliread that enlinks me to eartli Bhall dissever ; 
This nest soon must fall— its fi'ail grnce may not last — 
But the sodI disenthralled shall be bnoyant for eTer. 
And aye shall it sing, where a calm cloudless sky. 

And a climo ever bright, heaven's spring-tide disclose ; 
'Where no Biieltiir is craved, far no danger is nigh ; 

And the fluttering wanderer sinks to repose. 
I liave built o'er a torrent— for rude is life's stream; 
I have hung by a thread over death's snllen wave ; 
Soft zephyrs have lulled me in youth's idle dream. 

Or tempests portended the nif,'ht of the grave. 
My spring has swift flitted, my miinmer is past. 

And aatitmn is yielding to winter's chill storm; 
May this fast-flaoging wing find a shelter at last. 

Where no whirlwinds the halcyon noontida deform. 
And find it 1 shall ; for there waiteth a rest — 

So littered the High One ; whose words may not fiul ; — 
I shall fiud it where, deathless, hope's long-sought behest 
Shall not liang by a thread, or be whirled by the gale. 
Tlie Oriole builds her a pensile cot ; 

And pensile on earth be eaeh hope or fear ; 
Rejoicing as though I rejoiced not, 

And weeping as though unbedimmed by a loar. 
But the eagle repairs to the lofty rock ; 

Serene arc the skies where she plumeth lior wing; 
And I too would build where no tempests can shoe! 
^ I would build in the land of perpetual spring. 

L ■Wii.K*. 
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A WILD-FLOWER WREATH. 

If stranger hands might dare 
A wild-flower wreath prepare. 
The sweet enthusiast's hair. 

Her flowing hair, to bind, 
Oh ! I would haste to bring 
The violet of Spring, 
Whose odours scent the wing 

Of every passing wincU 

Each flower that early blows. 
The May-bough's wreathed snows, 
.The wild-briei''s folded rose, 

And woodbine's fragrant bloom ; 
The speedwell's eye of blue, 
Sufl^used with morning dew. 
Should smilingly glance through 

The tresses of the broom. 

The rustic blushing heath. 
That lurks the fern beneath. 
Should grace our wilding wreath 

With many a pendent bell ; 
Tlie fair anemone 
Might well with these agree. 
Reft from her sheltering tree, 

Low in the copsewood dell. 

Nor less that floweret pale. 

The lily. of the vale, 

That scents the roving gale. 

Yet loves its leafy shade; 
And well my. hand, I ween, 
(If such my task had been,) 
Could twine the myrtle green 

To crown the mountain maid. 

Author of Nugje Sacr-«. 



TELL'S BIIITH-PLACE. 

Maki tlii« holy chiqiel well 1 

The birth-place, this, of WitJiam Tell ; 

Here, where stajids God's altar dread, 

Stood hii parents* nmrriage'bod. 

Here first, an infant, to Iier breoEt 

Uim hia loving mother pressed; 

And kissed the babe, and blessed the dny. 

And prayed as mothers use to pray. 

"Voucliaafe him health, God, and give 

The child thy servant still to live !'* 

But God had destined to do more, 

Through liim, than through an armed power. 

God gave him reverence of lows. 

Vet stirring blood in Frpedotn's canse — 

A spirit to his rooks aJdn, — 

The eye of the hawk, and the fire therein '. 

To Nature and lo Holy Writ 

Alone did God the boy commit: 

Where flashed and roared the tommt, oft 

His soul found wings, and soared aloft '. 

The straining oar and cliomois' chaao 

Had formed his limbs to strength and grace; 

On wave and wind the boy would tosa. 

Was great, nor knew how great ho was ! 

He knew not that hia chosen hand. 

Made strong hy God, hia native Lmd 

Would rescue A'oni tlie sliameful yoke 

Of Slavery, the which he broke. 

COLEKIDCE. 



Whew brighter suns and milder skies 
Proclaim the opening yeai', 

What various sounds of joy arise ! 
What prospects bright api)enr ! 
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Earth and her thousand voices give 

Their thousand notes of praise; 
And all, that by his mercy live. 

To God their offering raise. 

Forth walks the labourer to his toil. 

And sees the fresh array 
Of verdure clothe the flowery soil. 

Along his careless way. 

The streams, all beautiful and bright, 

Reflect the morning sky; . 
And there, with music in his flight. 

The wild bird, soars on high. 

Thus, like the morning, calm and clear. 

That saw the Saviour rise, 
The Spring of heaven*s eternal year 

Shall dawn on earth and skies. 

No "Winter there, no shades of night, 

Profane those mansions blessed, . 
Where, in the happy fields of light, 

The weairy are at rest. Feabody. 



FLOWERS. 



The impatient Mom, 
With gladness on his wings, calls forth "Arise ! 
To trace the hills, the vales, where thousand dyes 

The ground adorn. 
While the dew sparkles yet within the violet's eyes." 

And when the day 
In golden slumber sinks, with accent sweet. 
Mild Evening comes to lure the willing feet 

With her to stray, 
Where'er the bashful flowers the observj^nt eye may 
greet. 

Near the moist brink 
Of music-loving streams they ever keep. 
And often in the lucid foimtains peep ; 

Oft, laughing, drink 
Of the mad torrent's spray, perched near the thundering 
steep: 
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And everywhere 
Along the plashy marge, and shallow bed 
Of the still waters, they innumerous spread; 

Rocked gently there 
The beautiful Nymphsea* pillows its bright head. 

Within the deU, 
"Within the rocky clefts, they love to hide ; 
And hang adventurous on the steep hill-side ; 

Or nigged fell, 
Wliere.the young eagle waves his wings in youthful 
pride. 

In the green sea 
Of forest-leaves, where nature wanton plays. 
They modest bloom ; though through the verdant maze 

The Tulip-tree 
Its golden chalice oft triumphailtly displays : 

And, of pure white, 
Embedded 'mid its glossy leaves on high, 
There the superb Magnolia lures the eye ; 

While, waving light. 
The Locust's myriad tassels scent the ambient sky. 

But O, ye bowers,-^ 
Ye valleys where the Spring perpetual reigns. 
And flowers unnumbered o'er the purple plains 

Exuberant showers, — 
How fancy revels in your lovelier domains ! 

All love the light; 
And yet what numbers spring within the shade. 
And blossom where no foot may e'er invade ; 

Till comes a blight, — 
Comes unaware, — ^and then incontinent they fade ! 

And thus they bloom. 
And thus their lives ambi-osial breathe away. 
Thus flourish too the lovely and the gay; 

And the same doom 
Youth, beauty, flower, alike consigns to swift decay. 

PiCKERIKO. 

* The white pond-lily. 
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HYMN TO THE FLOWERS. 



Day-stars ! that ope your eyes with man, to twinkle 

From rainbow galaxies of earth's creation, 
And dew-drops on her lonely altars sprinkle 
As a libation : 

Ye matin worshippers ! who bending lowly 
Before the up-risen sim, God's lidless eye, 
Throw from your chalices a sweet and holy 
Incense on high. 

Ye bright mosaics! that with storied beauty, 

The floor of Nature's temple tesselate. 
What numerous emblems of instructive duty 
Your forms create ! 

'Neath cloistered boughs, each floral bell that swingeth. 

And tolls its perfume on the passing air. 

Makes Sabbath in the fields, and ever nngeth 

A call to prayer. 

Not to the domes where crumbling arch and column 

Attest the feebleness of mortal hand. 
But to that fane, most catholic and solemn^ 
Which Grod hath planned. 

To that cathedral, boundless as our wonder, 

Whose quenchless lamps the sun and moon supply; 
Its choir the winds and waves, — its organ thunder, — 
Its dome the sky. 

There, as in solitude and shade I wander. 

Through the green aisles, or stretched upon the sod^ 
Awed by the silence, reverently ponder 
The ways of God. 

Your voiceless lips, O flowei*s! are living preachers. 

Each cup a pulpit, every leaf a book. 
Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers 
From loneliest nook. 

Floral apostles ! that, in dewy splendour, 

** Weep without woe, and blush without a crime/' 
Oh! may I deeply learn, and ne'er surrender 
Your lore sublime ! 
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'Tkou wert not, Solomon I in all tby gloiy. 

Arrayed," the lilies cry, " in robes like oora; 
How viuu your grandeur I ah, bov trauutoiy 

Ara human flowers !" 
lii the sweet-Eceated pictures, heavenly Artist t 

With, which thou painteat nature's wide-spread liall. 
What a delightful lesson thoa imparlest ' -' 

Of love to all 1 
Not useless are je, flowers I though made for pleasui 

Blooming o'er field and wave, by day and nig-ht, 
From every sourca your sanction bids me treasure 
UarmlesB delight. 

I'^phemeral sages! what instructors hoary 

For such a world of thought could fumisli scope ? 
Eath fading calyx a memenlo tnari. 
Yet fount of hope. 
i'oGthumoua glories! augel-llkc cullectiuii ! 

Upraised from seed or bulb iuterred in earth. 
Ye ore to me a, type of resurrection, 

And second birth. 
Were I, oh, God I in churchless lands remaining. 

Fur &om all voice of teachers and diviiiea. 
My EOid would find, in flowei'S of thy ordaining. 

Priests, sermons, shrines. H, SiiiTUJ 



■ FLORA'S PABTY. 

liAor Floba gave cards for apart; lit tea. 

To flowers, buds, and hlosfioms of eveiy degree; 

80 from town and from country they thronged at tlie a 

And strove by their charms to embellish the hall. 

First came the exotics, with ornaments rare, 

The tall Miss Corcborus, and Cyclamen fair, 

AnriciUa splendid, with jiiwela new-set. 

And gay Polyanthus, the pretty coquette. 

Tlio Ti^ps came flaunting in gaudy army, 

"With the tEjacinlhs, bright as the eye of the day; 
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Dandy Coxcombs and Daffodils, rich and polite, 

With their dazzling new vests, and their corsets laced tight; 

While the Soldiers in Green, cavalierly attired, 

Were all by the ladies extremely adnured. 

But prudish Miss Lily, with bosom of snow. 

Declared that '* those gentlemen stared at her so. 

It was horribly rude," — so retired in a fright, 

And scarce staid to bid Lady Flora good night; 

There were Myrtles and Roses from garden and plain. 

And Venus's Fly-Tmp they brought in their train. 

So the beaux thronged around them, they scarcely knew 

why. 
At the smile of the lip, or the glance of the eye. 
Madam Damask complained of her household and care. 
That she seldom went out, save to breathe the fresh adr. 
There were so many yoimg ones and servants to stray. 
And the thorns gi*ew so fast, if her eye was away. 
'* Neighbour Moss-rose," said she, " you who live like a 

queen. 
And ne'er wet your fingers, don*t know what I mean.*' 
So the notable lady went on with her lay. 
Till her auditors yawned, or stole softly away. 
The sweet Misses Woodbine from country and town. 
With their brother-in-law, the wild Trumpet, came down. 
And Lupine, whose azure eye sparkled with dew, 
On Amaranth leaned, the unchanging and true ; 
While modest Clematis appeared as a bride. 
And her husband, the Lilac, ne*er moved from her side. 
Though the belles giggled loudly,^ and said " Twas a shame 
For a young married chit such attention to claim; 
They never attended a rout in their life. 
Where a city-bred man ever spoke to his wife.*' 
Miss Peony came in quite late, in a heat. 
With the Ice-Plant, new spangled from forehead to feet ; 
Lobelia, attired like a queen in her pride. 
And the Dahlias, with trimmings new furnished and dyed. 
And the Blue-bells and Hare-bells, in simple array. 
With all their Scotch cousins from highland and brae. 
Bagged Bobins and Marigolds clustered together. 
And gossipped of scandal, the news, and the weather 
What dresses were worn at the wedding so fine 
Of sharp Mr. Thistle and sweet Columbine; 
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Of llie loves of Bweet-William and Lily the prude, 

TUl tlic clamouTB of Babel agstn seemed renewed. 

In a BDug little nook sate tlie JeBsaniiiie pole. 

And tliat pure, fragrant Lily, the gem of the vale ; 

The meek MuuntBiii-Daisy, with delicate crest. 

And tlie Violet, whose eye told the heaven in her brsMli 

And allured to their group were the wise ones, who boved 

To tliHt virtue wlucli seeks not the praise of llie cnjwd. 

But the proud Crown Iropeiial, who wept in her heart. 

That their modesty gained of such homage a, part. 

Looked hauglitily down on their inroceut mien, 

And spread out her gowu that they might not be seen. 

The bright Lady-Slippers and 6we«t-Bri.ers agreed 

With tlieir slim cousin Aspens a meaaure to lead; 

And sweet 'twas to sea their bright footsteps advance. 

Like the wing of the breeze through tho maze of the dance 

But the Monk^shood scrowled dark, and, in utterance Ion', 

Declared " '-twos high time for good Christians to go ; 

He hod heard from the priest a sermon sublime, 

"Where ho proved, from the Vulgate, to dance was a crimen" 

80, folding tho cowl round his cynical head. 

He took from t!ie Bidcl>aai*d a bumper and fled. 

A song was desh-ed, but each musical Hower 

Had " taken a cold, and 'twas oat of her powerj" 

Till sufficiently urged, tlicy broke forth in a strain 

Of quavers and trills that aatonislied tho train. 

Mimosa sat trembling, and said, with a sigh, 

" 'Twas so fine, she was ready with rapture to die," 

And Cactus, tlie grammar-school tutor, declared, 

" It might bo with the gamut of Orpheus compared ;'' 

Then moved himself round in a comical way. 

To show liow the trees once hod frisked at the lay. 

Yet Nightslmde, the metaphyHician, complained 

That tlie nerves of his ears were escessively pained : 

" 'Twas but seldom he crept from the college,'" lie said, 

" And he wislied himself safe in hia study or bed." 

There were pictures, whose splendour illumined the 

Which Flora had finished with exquisite grace ; 

She had dipped her free pencil in Nature's pure dye^ 

And Aurora retouched with fresh purple the skies- 

So the grave connoisseur* hasted neor them to dr»w. 

Their knowledge to show, by detecting a flaw. 
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The Carnation took her eye-glass from her waist, 

And pronounced they were "not in good keeping or taste ;" 

"While prim Fleur de Lis, in her robe of French silk, 

And magnificent Calla, with mantle like milk. 

Of the Louvre recited a wondetful tale, 

And said "Guide's rich tints made dame Nature turn pale." 

The Snow-Ball assented, and ventured to add 

His opinion, that **a// Nature's colouring was bad; 

He had thought so, e'er since a few days he had spent 

To study the paintings of Rome, as he went 

To visit his uncle Gentiana, who chose 

His abode on the Alps, *mid a palace of snoiii'S. 

But he took on Mont Blanc such a terrible chill, • 

That ever since that he*d been pallid and ill" 

Half withered Miss Hackmatack bought a new glass. 

And thought with her nieces, the Spruces, to pass ; 

But bachelor Holly, who spied her out late. 

Destroyed all her plans by a hint at her date. 

So she pursed up her mouth, and said tartly, with scorn, 

" She could not remember before she was born,** 

Old Jonquil, the crooked-backed beau, had been told 

That a tax would be laid upon bachelor's gold ; 

So he bought a new coat, and detenuined to try 

The long disused armour of Cupid so sly ; 

Sought for half-openefd buds in their infantine years. 

And ogled them all, till they blushed to theu* ears. 

Philosopher Sage on a sofa was prosing. 

With dull Dr. Chamomile quietly dozing. 

Though the Laurel descanted, with eloquent breath, 

Of heroes and battles, of victory and deatli, 

Of the conquests of Greece, and Bozzaris the brave» 

•* He had trod in his steps, and had sighed o*er his grave.'* 

Farmer Sunflower was near, and decidedly spake 

Of " the poultry he fed, and the oil he might make ;'* 

For the true-hearted soul deemed a weather-stained face. 

And a toil-hardened hand, were no marlcs of disgrace. 

Then he beckoned his nieces to rise from their seat, . 

The plump Dandelion, and Cowsh'p so neat, 

And bade them to " put on their cloaks and away. 

For the cocks crowed so loud, 'twas the break of the day." 

*Twas indeed very late, and the coaches were brought, 

For the grave matron flowers of their huto^yiq^ SXvwNi^goN.^ 
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Tlie !iif tre was dimmed of each drajieiy rare, 
And tiie lucid young lirowa looked beclouded nith care; 
All save the bright Cereue, that belle so divine, 
' Who joyed tlirough the curtains of midnight to shine- 
Now they curtseyed and towed as theymoved to the door, 
But the Poppy snored loud ere the parting ■mas o'er. 
For Night her last candle wns snuffing away, 
And Flora grew tired, thougli abe begged them to slaj; 
KxcIsJmed, " all the watches and clocls were too fast. 
And old Time ran in spite, lest her pleasures should lost." 
But when the last guest went, with daughter and wife. 
She vowed she " was never so glad in her life j" 
Called out to her motds, who with weariness wept, 
To " wash np the gUaaes and caps ere they slept ,■" 
Pnr "Aurora," she said, " with lier broad staring eye. 
Would be pleased, in the house, some disorder to spy;" 
Tlion apped some pure honey-dew, fresh fi'om the lawn. 
And with Zephyrus hasted to sleep until dawn. I 

»MllS. SlGOURNCl^^^ 
THE PEASANTS LIFE. ^H 

His certain life that never can deceive liim, ^^^| 

Is full of thousnud sweets and rich content: 4^^| 

The smooth-leavod beeches in the field receive liim '"^^H 
With coolest shades Ull noon-tide rage is spent: W 

His hfe is neither tossed in boisterous seas I 

Of troublous world, nor lost in slothful ease ; 
Pleased and full blessed be lives, when Be Ids God can 

Bis bed of wool yields safe and quii^t sleep, 

While by his side his faitliful wife hath place; 
His little son into his bosom creeps, 

The lively jwcture of his father's face : 

Never his bumble honse or stale torment him, 

Iifsa he conid like if less his God luui sent him, 

And when he dies, green turfs, with grassy tomb, ooim 

^^Ht tent him. _.■ 

^^^E G. Fletchee, iS 
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THE GRASSHOPPER. 

Happy insect ! what can be 

In happiness compared to thee? 

Fed with nourishment divine, 

The dewy moming^s gentle wine ; 

Nature waits upon thee still, 

And thy verdant cup does fill. 

Thou dost drink, and dance^ and sing. 

Happier than the happiest king ! 

All the fields which thou dost see. 

All the plants belong to thee, 

All that Sununer hours produce, 

Fertile made with early juice ; 

Man for thee dost sow and plough; . 

Farmer he, and landlord thou ! 

Thou dost innocently enjoy. 

Nor does thy luxury destroy ; 

Thee coimtry hinds with gladness hear. 

Prophet of the ripened year! 

To thee, of all things upon earth, 

•Life is no longer than thy mirth. 

Happy insect, happy, thou 

Dost neither age nor Winter know. 

But when thou'st drunk, and danced, and sung 

Thy fill, the flowery leaves among, 

Sated with thy Summer feast, 

Thou retir'st to endless rest.- — Cow lev; 



DAWN. 



Slow passed the night, and now, with silver ray. 
The star of morning ushers in the day; 
The shadows fly before the roseate hours. 
And the chill dew hangs glittering on the flowers ; 
The pruning-hook or humble spade to wield. 
The cheerful labourer hastens to the field. 

Mickle's Camoeks. 
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SCOTCH MOUNTAIN SCENIIRY. 



Awhile tlieii- route tliej- sileut mtwlo. 

As men wlio stnik for niDnntain deer. 

Till Die good Bruce to Ronald said, 

" Saint Mary ! what a sceno ia bere ! 

I'v(> traversed mauy a mountain- Htraod, 

Abrond nnd in mj native land, 

Aud it has bct^n my lot to tread 

Whore safi-ty more than |ilGBfiiire led ; 

Thus, many a waste I've wandered o'cl", 

Climbed man)' a crap;, crossed monf a luoor, j 
But, by my Iinlidome, 

A scene so rude, so wild as tliia, 

Tet BO aublime in banruness. 

Ne'er did ray wandering footsteps pi'ess. 

Where'er I tiapped to roam." 

No mar^'^I thns the monarch spake 1 

For rarely human eye has known 
A seene ho stem a'* that dread lalie. 

With its dark [edp;e of barren stone, 
Beems that primeml earthquake's sway 
Hatti rent a strange and slinttei'ed way 

Throngh the rude bosom of the bill ; 
And that each naked precipice. 
Sable ravine, and dark ahys!, 

Tells of the outrage still. 
Tlie wildest glen, but this, can show 
Rome touch of nature's genial glow; 
On high Benmore green mosses grow. 
And heath-bells bud in deep Glencroe, 

And copse on Cruchan-Ben ; 
But liere,— above, around, below, 

Nor ti-ee, nor shmb, nor plant, nor flower. 
Nor anglit of vegetative power. 
The weary eye may ken. 
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For all is rocks at random thrown. 

Black waves, bare crags, and banks of stone, 

As if were here denied 
The Summer sun, the Spring's sweet dew, 
Thai clothe with many a varied hue 

The bleakest mountain-side. 

And wilder, fonvard as they wound, 
"Were the proud cliffs and lake profound. 
Huge terraoes of granite black 
Afforded rude and cumbered track ; 

For, from the mountain hoar. 
Hurled headlong in some night of fear. 
When yelled the wolf and fled the deer, 

Loose crags had toppled o'er ; 
And some, cliance-poised and balanced, lay. 
So that a stripling-arm might sway 

A mass no host could raise ; 
In nature's rage at random thrown. 
Yet trembling like the Druid*s stone 

On its precarious base. 
The evening mists, with ceaseless change. 
Now clothed the mountains' lofty range, 

Now left their foreheads bare ; 
And round the skirts their mantle furled, 
Or on the sable waters curled, 
Or, on the eddying breezes whirled. 

Dispersed in middle air. 
And oft, condensed, at once they lower, 
When, brief and fierce, the mountain- shower 

Pours like a torrent down ; 
And, when return the sun's glad beams. 
Whitened with foam, a thousand streams 

Leap from tlie mountain's crown. 

• « • « 4S- « « 

Sir Walter Scott. 



THOUGHTS ON NATURBLlB 



I: 
If, ere we yet iliscem life's evening star, 
Kick of a service of a world that feeds 
1(3 patient drudges with dry chaff and wecd^, 
W'c con escape from cuslom'B idiot away, _ 
To serve tlie Sovereign we were born tob'ey. 
Tlien Hweet to rouse upon hia skill displayed, 
(Infinite skill,) iu all that he has made ! 
To trace, in Nature's most miuute design. 
The signature and stamp of power Divioe; 
Contrivance intricate, expressed with ease. 
Where unassisted siglit no beauty sees. 
The shapely liinh, and lubricated joint. 
Within the small dimensions of apoint, 
iMuscle and nerve miraculously spun. 
His mighty work, who speaks and it is dune, 

I The invisible, in things scarce seen revealed. 
To whom an atom is on ample field : 
To wonder at a thousand insect fomia. 
These hatched, aad those resuscitated woi-m^ 
New life ord^ued and brighter scenes to shore, 
OncP prone on earth, now buoyant upon air ; 
Whose shape would nialie them, had they bulk and faze, 
More liideous foes thnn fancy can devise ; 
With helmet-heads and dragon-scales adorned. 
The mighty myriads, now securely scorned. 
Would mock the majesty of man's high birth. 
Despise liis bulwarkH. and uupeople earth. 
Then with a glance of fancy to s:arvey, 
Far as the faculty can stretch away, 
Ten thousand rivers poured at Ilis comniand. 
Prom urns that never fail, through ev^ry liuid; 
These like a dehige with impetuous force. 
Those >¥ind!ng modestly a silent course ; 
The oloud-surmountbg Alps, the fruitful vales ; 
Seas on whiclj every nation spreads her aailaj 
The Biin, a world whence otlvet worUla drink [igLt;j 
. TJie crescent moon, tlio diadem o? tii^\A -, 
Lfitors countless, each in ^ifi avpo™^^ "P^** 
Vost anchored in the deep aXijea ot B\«ce ■■ 
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At such a sight to catch the poet's flame. 

And with a rapture like his own exclaim, 

These are Thy glorious works, thou Source of good ! 

How dimly seen, how faintly understood! 

Thine, and upheld by Thy paternal carOy 

This universal frame, thus wondrous fair ; : ' 

Thy power Divine, and bounty beyond thought. 

Adored and praised in all that thou hast wrought. 

Absorbed in that immensity I see, 

I slnink abased, and yet aspire to Thee ; 

Instruct me, guide me to that heavenly day^ 

Thy words, more clearly than Thy works, display, 

That, while Thy truths my grosser thoughts refinei, 

I may resemble Thee, imd call Thee mine!— -Cowper. 



SUNSHINE AFTER A SHOWER. 

Ever after Summer shower, > 

When the bright 8un*s returning power. - 
With laughing beam has chased the stoitn. 
And cheered reviving Nature*s form, 
By sweet-brier hedges, bathed in dew. 
Let me my wholesome path pursue; 
There issuing forth, the frequent snail 
Wears the diank way with slimy trail ; 
While as I walk, from pearled bush. 
The sunny spai-lding drop I brush. 
And all the landscape fair I view. 
Clad in robe of fresher hue; 
And so loud the blackbird sings^ 
That fai' and near the valley rings'; 
From shelter deep of shaggy rock 
The shepherd drives his joyful flock ; 
From bowering beech the mower blythe 
With new-born vigour grasps the scythe; 
While o'er the smooth unbounded meads 
Its last faint gleam the rainbow spreads* 



Sat, Bweet carol, who are thej 
Who citeerlj' greet the risiiig dnj 1 
Little birds in leafy bower, 
Swallows twitCeriug on the tower, 
Larks upon the light air home. 
Hunters roused by shrilly bom, 
The woodnmn whistling on his way, 
Tbe new waked babe at early play. 
Or barefoot cliiid upon the green, 
"Winkinjf to the aiinny slieen ; 
And the meek maid, who binds her yellow liiJr, 
And blithely does her d^ly task prepar.?. 
Say, sweet carol, who are they 
"Who welcome in the evening gray! 
Tlie bouaewife trim and merry lout, 
"Wlio Hit tbe blaaing file aboutj 
The sage a-conning o'er bis book. 
The tired wight in ruahy nook, 
"Who, half asleep, but faintly hears 
Tlie gossip's talc hum in his eats ; 
Tlii> looBoned steed in gi'Sfisy stall, 
Tlie lordliiigs feasting iu tiie hall ; 
Ent most of all, tbe niaid of cbeerfol soul. 
Who fills her peaceful warrior's flowing bowl. 

Joanna Dailli 

THE SQUIRREL. 

E squiiTt'I, flippant, pert, aud f^U of play. 
Drawn fi-om his refuge in some lotiely elm 
That oge or injnry hath hollowed deep, 
. "Where, on his bed i-f woo! and malted leaves, 
He lias out-slept the Winter, ventures forth 
To frisk awhile, and bosk in the warm sun : 
He sees me, and at once, swift as a bird. 
Ascends the neighbouring beeuh : there whisks Ilia bn 
Aadpevks his eait, and stain^, and c\\>^ a!>,cra&, 
WM all the preititiess of fe"n;ucd. olivnn, 
■Arid aager iaeignidcaatly fierce. Co«et«. 
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TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

ON TURNIKa ONE DOWN WiTfi THE PLOUGH. 



Wee, modiest, crimson-tipped flower, 
Thou'st met me in an evil hour. 
For I must crush among the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my power; 

Thou bonny gem ! 

Alas ! 'tis not thy neighbour sweet, 
The bonny lark, companion meet. 
Bending thee 'mong the dewy wheat 

With speckled breast. 
When upward springing, blithe to meet 

The purpling east. 

Cold blew the bitter biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth, 
Yet cheerfully thou beamedst forth 

Amid the storm ; 
Scarce reared above thy parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flowers our gardens yield. 
High sheltering woods and walls must shield. 
But thou, beneath the random bield * 

Of clod or stone, 
Adom*st the barren stubble field, 

Unseen, alone. 

There, in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy snowy bosom sunwai'd spread, 
Thou lift*8t thy unassuming head. 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou liest.— *Burns. 

♦ Shelter* 



THE IVY WREATH. 

It 13 not gloomy, — brightly play 

Tlia bUQ-beams on ita glossy greeny 
And Boftly on it sleeps the my 

or moonlight, all serene. 
It changes not as aenaons flow. 

Id changeful, aQent courae along; 
Spring finds it verdant, leaves it so, — 

It outlives Summer's sung. 
Autumn no v/an or russet stain 

Upon il8 ladeless glory flings; 
And Winter o'er it sweeps in v^n, 

With tempest on his wings, 

Mrs. Hk 



THE CHEISTMAS WAITS. 






The minstrels played tlieir Cliristmas tuue 

To-nit[!it, beneath my cottage eaves, 
WhUo, smitten by a lofty moon, 

Thu oiicircling laurels, thick with leaves, 
' Gave back n rich and dazsling sheen. 
That overpoivercd their natural green. 
Through hill and valley every breeso 

Ilad sunk tu rest with folded wings; 
Keen was the ^r, bnt could not freeze. 

Or check tbo music of the strings ; 
So stout and hardy were the band 
That scraped the cords with strenuous liao'I. 
And wIki but listened ? — till was paid 

Bespect to every inmate's claim, — 
The greeting given, iLl- ninsie played 

In honour of each household name, 
Duty proaonnced witli luaty-^call. 
And " Merry Christmas" wished to nil ! 
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Oh, sister ! would that thou with me 

Had'st heai'd this never-failing rite. 
And seen on those loved faces shine 

A true revival of the light 
Which nature and these rustic power^ 
In simple childhood spread o'er ours ! 

For pleasure has not ceased to wait 

On these expected annual rounds, 
Whether the rich man's sumptuous gate 

Call forth the unelaborate sounds. 
Or they are offered at the door 
That guards the lowliest oi the poor. 

How touching when 'at midnight sweep ' 
Snow-mumed winds, and aU is dari^ 

To hear— and sink tgom to sleep ! 
Or, at an earlier (SXL^ to mar^ 

By blazing fire, the still suq>eii8e 

Of self-complacent innoc^ice ; 

The mutual nod, the grave disguise 
Of hearts, with gladness brimming o'er, 

And some unbidden tears, that risQ 
For names once heard, and heard no more ; 

Tears, brightened by the serenade 

For iu&nt in the cradle laid !— Woedswoeth. 



THE LIFE OF MAN. 

« 

Like to the falling of a star. 

Or as the flights of eagles are. 

Or like the fresh Spring's gaudy hue. 

Or silver drops of momiug dew, 

Or like a wind that chafes the flood^ 

Or bubbles which on water stood,—- 

E'en such is man, whose borrowed Ught 

Is straight called in and paid to-night. 

The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 

The Spring entombed in Autumn lies. 

The dew's dried up, the star is shot. 

The flight is past, — and ma& forgot.— J%May^^. 



THE VIOLET AND THE PANSY. 

Fab from bia hive, one Summer Aay, 
A young and yet uiipmotised bee, 

Bomo ou his teoiler wings awav, 

■Went forth the flowery world W see. 

The mom, the noon, in play he passed. 
But wiien tUo shades of evening com^ 

No parent brought tUe due repofit, 

AJid foiutnesa beized his little frome^ | 



MORNING. 

Hahi 1 the lark begins hts flight. 
And, singing, startles tlie duU niglit. 
From liis walcli-tower in the skies ; 
Now the dappled dawn doth rise; 
Still he comes in spite of sorrow. 
And at my window bids gooil-mort'oir. 
Through the sweet-lnier or the vine. 
Or the twisted egUuitine. 
While the coc\c, with lively din. 
Scatters the rear of dorkaess thin : 
And to the stack or tlie barn-door 
Stontly stmts his dikmes before^ 

Listen how tlie liounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slatnberiug mom. 
From the aide of yon hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing shiilL 
Let me wander not nnseen. 
By hedge-row elms, or hillocks green. 
Bight against the eastern gute, 
"Where the great sun begins his state. 
Robed in flames and ambei- liglit, 
The clouds in thonsoud liveries dight ; 
While the pluugliman near at liand, 
"Whistles o'er tlie fnn-owed land. 
And the milk-maid singing hlythe. 
And the mower whets his scythe. Bin 



i 
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By nature urged, by instinct led, 

The bosom of a flower he sought^ 
Wliere streams mourned round a mossy bed, 

And violets all the bank enwrpught. 

Of kindred race, but brighter dyes. 

On that fair bank a pansy grew, • 

That borrowed froni indulgent skies ^ 

A violet shade and purple hue. 

The tints that streamed with glossy gold. 

The violet shade, the purple hue; 
The stranger wondered to behold. 

And to its beauteous bosom flew. 

In vain he seeks some virtues there. 

No sdul-sustaining charms abound, 
No honeyed sweetness to repair 

The languid waste of life is found. 

An aged bee, whose labours led 

To those fair springs and meads of gold, 

nis feeble wing, his drooping head. 
Beheld, and pitied to behold. 

" Fly, fond adventurer ! fly the art 
That courts thine eye with fair attire ; 

Wlio smiles to win the heedless heart. 
Will smile to see tliat heart expire. 

" This modest flower, of humble view, * 
That boasts no depth of glowing dyes. 

Arrayed in unbespangled blue. 
The simple clothing of the skies; 

" This flower, with balmy sweetness blessed. 

May yet thy languid life renew f 
He said ; and to the violet's breast 

The little vagrant faintly flew. 

Langroenc. 



THE DAISY; 



Theiie U a flower, a little flower, 

'With silver crest and golden eye, 
Tliat welcomes everj chauging liotir. 

And wentliere every aky. 
lite prouder beauties of the Geld, 

Id gay bot qaick SDCcession aliine ; 
Ilace after race their lionours yield. 

They flounBti and decliue. 
But this Email flower to Nature dear. 

While moons and stars Dieir courses n 
■Wreathes the whole circle of the year. 

Companion of the snn. 
It emiles upon tlio lap of May, 

To eultiy August spreads its charms. 
Lights pole October on its way. 

And twines December's armB, 
The purple heath, and golden broom. 

On moory mount^us catch the gale'; 
O'er lawns the lily sheds perfume. 

The violet in tlie vale : 
Hat this bold floweret climbs the hill. 

Hides in the forest, haunts the glen. 
Plays on the margin of the rill. 

Peeps round the fox's den. 
'Withiti the garden's cultured round. 

It shares the sweet carnation's bedj 
And blooms on consecrated ground, 

In honour of the dead. 
The lambkin crops its crimson gem, , 

Tlie wild bee murmurs on its breait^. 
The blue fly bends its pensile stem. 

Light o'er tha sky-lark's nest. 
'Tis Flora's page, — in every place. 

In every season, fresh and fair. 
It opens witli perennial grace. 

And bloSBomB everywlvEie. 
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On waste and woodland, rock and plain, 

Its humble buds unheeded rise, 
The rose has but a Summer reign, 

The daisy never dies.— ^MoKTOOMEar* 



MOONLIGHT. 



When the fair mcon) refulgent lamp of night, 
O'er heaven's clear azure spreads her sacred light. 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene, 
And not a cloud o'ercasts the solemn scene. 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll. 
And stars iinnumbered gild the glowing pole. 
O'er the daik trees a yellower verdure shed, 
And tip with silver every mountain's head : 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise» 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies ; 
The conscious swains, rejoicing, in the sight. 
Eye the blue vanlt, and bless the useful light. 

Pope's Homeji. 



THE SORROWS OF CHILDHOOD. 



The tear down childhood's cheek that flows. 
Is like the dew-drop on the rose ; 
When next the Summer breeze comes by. 
And waves the bush, the flower is dry. 

— Sir W. Scott, 

But ah! what light and little things 

Are cliildhood's woes ! they breidc no rest. 

Like dew-drops on the skylark's wings 
While slumbering on his grassy n^st; 

Gone in a moment, when he springs 
To meet the mom with open breast. 

As o'er the eastern hills her banners glow. 

And, veiled in mist, the valleys sleep below. 

MONTOOMEBTr 



r 



THE SEA SHORE, 



"When evening cmne, toward tike echoing Bliore, 

Tranqnil and pleased, we -n-alked together forthj 

Bright with dilated glory shone the west; 

But brighter lay the ocean flood below, 

The hurnished silver bcb, that heaved and flashed*! 

Its restless rays intolerably bright. Souti 



I 



Oh I let me haunt this peaceful abode. 

Nor let ambition e'er invade 

The tenants of this leafy bower, 

Tlial ahun her paths, and slight her power. 

Hither the plaintive halcyon flies, 
From BOcial meads and open skifs, 
Pleased by this rill her eoiirse to stpcr. 
And hide her sapphire pluinage here. 

The tront, bedropt with crimson atiuns. 
Forsakes the rivei''a proud domains. 
Forsakes the aim's imwelcome gle&tn. 
To lurk within tliis humble sti'eam> 

And sore I heard the Nojad Bay, 
Flow, flow, my stream, this devious way, 
Though lovely aoft thy murmui's are, 
Thy waters lovely cool, and fair; 

Flow, geutle stream ! nor let the vain 
Thy amall unsullied stores disdain. 
Nor let the pensive sage repine, 
Whose latent coarse resembles thine. 

SuEVSTom 
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THE LAMENT. 

Bow thy head, thou lily fair! 

Bow thy head in mournful guise, 
Sickly turn thy shining white. 

Bend thy stalk and never rise; 

Shed thy leaves, thou lovely rose. 
Shed thy leaves so sweet and gay. 

Spread them wide on the cold earth, 
Quickly let them fade away; 

Fragrant woodbine, all untwine. 
All untwine from yonder bower, 

Drag thy branches on the ground. 
Stain with dust each tender flower ; 

For, woe is me ! the gentle maid 

That loved to mark your opening bloom. 

In youth and beauty's glowing prime, 
Lies low within her dreary tomb. 

No more, at moming*s fragrant hour. 
Shall she your new-blown florets tend; 

Or deal around the mimic shower. 
When parched with heat ye languid bend. 

Her .head with dim half-closed eyes. 
Is bowed upon her breast of snow; 
And cold and faded are those cheeks 
. That wont with cheerful red to glow. 

And mute is that harmonious voice 

' That wont to breathe the sounds of love. 
And lifeless are those beauteous limbs 

That with such ease and grace could uiove. 

Ahd I, of all my bliss berefb. 

Lonely and sad must ever mourn ; 

Dead to each joy the world can give. 
Alive to memory alone. 



THE CALENDAR OP FLORA, I 

FAin riBing from her icy coiush, ■ 

Wan liernld of tUe floral year, H 

Tlie BDow-drop marlu tbe Spriug's ii;)iiroacIi, a^ 

Ere yet the primrose groups appear, " 

Or paera the arum" from ila spotted vsil. 
Or odorous violetn xceut tlie cold oapricioua gale. 
Tbcn, lldckly strewn in woodland bowers, 

Anemonies tbeir stars unfold : 
Then spring the sorrel'si- veined flowew. 
And rich in vegetable gold, 
Fi'om calyx pole t\\e freckled cowslips bom, 
Keceivc in jasper eupa the fragrant dewa of mom. 
Lo '. tbe green tlioru her silver buds 

Expands to Moia's genial beam ; 
Eottonia^ blushes on the floods. 

And, where the sbwly-triclfling stream 
'Mid gross and spiry rushes sloallng gtidei, 
Ucr lovely fringed flowers fair manyanthL's $ bides. 
In the lone copse, or shadowy dali:, 

Wild clustered knots uf liarebells grow : 
And droops the lily of tbe vale 
O'er vioca'sll matted leaves below. 
The orchis race with varied beauty clianu. 
And mock the esploruig bee, or fly's aerial form^. 
Wound o'er the hedge-rows' oaken boughs. 

The woodbine's tasaela flout in air. 
And blushing, the uncultured rose 

Ilangs higli her beniiteous blossoms there; 
Her fillets there the purple nightshade weaves, 
And pale briooia** winds her broad oud scalloped leaver 
To later Summer's fragrant breath 

CloniBtia*-f'-|- featheiy garlands dance; 
The boUow foxglove nods lieneatli ; 

While the tall mullein'st? yellow hinca 



* Cuckoo-pLot. t Oialis, or ni 

) Uuoli-lKHn, ar biig-b«m. 

f The bee ud fly opohlaM. 

tJ Virgin'' bswer, or tiavtllw'sjoj-. 
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(Dear to the mealy moth of evening,) towers; 

And the weak galium* weaves its myriad fairy flowers. 

Sheltering the coot's or wild duck*s nest. 

And where the timid halcyon hides. 
The willow-herb, in crimson dressed, 
Waves with arundof o'er the tides ; 
And there the bright nymphsea X loves to lave. 
Or spreads her golden orbs$ along the dimpling wa>'e. 

And thou, by pain and sorrow blessed, 

Papaver || ! that an opiate dew 
Conceal*st beneath thy scarlet vest. 
Contrasting with cyanus^ blue. 
Autumnal months behold thy gauzy leaves 
Bend in the rustling gale amid the tawny sheaves. 

From the first bud whose venturous head 
The Winter's lingering tempest braves. 
To those which, 'midst the foUage dead, 
Shrinks latest to their annual graves, 
All are of use, for health, for pleasure given ; 
All speak, in various ways, the bounteous hand of heaven. 

Charlotte 3mith. 



NOVEMBER. 



Cold grew the foggy mom : the day was brief. 
Loose on the cherry hung the crimson leaf: 
The dew dwelt ever on the herb, the woods 
Roared with strong blasts, with mighty showers the 

floods. 
All green was vanished, save of pine and yew, . 
That still displayed their melancholy hue^ 
Save the green holly with its berries red. 
And the green moss that o'er the gravel spread. 

Crabb^ 

* Yellow lady*8 bed-stnw. t The xeed. 

i The white water-lily. { The yellow water4ily. 

I The poppy, from which laudanum is proouredL 
^ The blue-bottle cornfLo^WQT. 
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THE CORAL INSECT. 



til on 1 ye opliemerol ti-aia, 
"Wlio build in the tossing and treaclierous niaiu ; 

ir the wisdom of man je mock. 
With yonr gand-tased stnictures and domes of rocli; 
Your coluinnB the fatliomlesa foiinlnius lave, 
And your arches epiiug up to the ci-cated wave; 
Ve're a pnnj race, thus boldly to rear 
A fabric ho Vast, in a realm so dreai'. 

Ye bind the deep with your secret zone ; 

The ocean is scaletl, and tlie surge a stoup ; 

Fresh wreatliB from the coral pavement spriiigj 

Like the terraced pnde of Asayria'a king; 
I The turf looks green wliere the bri-akera i-olled ; 
I O'er the whirlpool ripens the rind of gold ; 

The Eca-anatched iale is tlie home of men. 

And monntuina exnlt where the wavu hath been, ■ 

But why da ye plant 'iicath tlie billows dark H 

The wri>ckiug reef for the gallant bark I ^M 

There ore Bnares enough on the tented field, — | 

" *JIid the bloasoined sweotB tllat the valleys yield ; 

I There are serpents to coil, ore tlie flowers are up ; 

fl Tliere's a poison-drop iu man's purest cup ; 

^ There are foes that watch fur his cradle breath, — 
And why need ye sow tlie floods with death? 

With mouldering bones the deeps ai-e wiiite. 
From the ice-clod pole to the tropics briglit; 
The mermaid hath tivisted her fingers cold 
With the mesh of the aea-boy's cuiIb of gold; 
And the gods of ocean have frowned to see 
Tlie mai-iuer's bed in thuir halls of glee;— 
Hath earth no gravee, that ye thnsmuet spread 
The boundless sea for the thronging dead I 

Ye build,^ — yo build, — hut ye enter not in. 

Like the tribes wliom the desert devoured in tlleir sin: 

From the land of i)romiae ye fade and dio. 

Ere its vordiiro gleams forth on your weary eyci — J 
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As the kings of the cloud-crowned pyramid. 
Their noteless bones in oblivion hid, 
Ye slumber unmarked 'mid the desolate main, 
"While the wonder and pride of your works remain. 

SiGOUBNEY. 



THE CORAL ISLAND. 

I MARKED a whirlpool in perpetual play, 
As though the mountain were itself alive. 
And catching prey on every side, with feelers 
Countless as sunbeams, slight as gossamer. 

Compressed like wedges, radiated like stars. 
Branching like sea-weed, whirled in dazzling rings, 
Subtle and variable as flickering flames. 
Sight could not trace their evanescent changes, 
Nor comprehend their motions, till minute 
And curious observation caught the clue 
To this live labyrinth,— where every one. 
By instinct taught, performed its little task. 

Millions of millions thus, from age to age. 
With simplest skill, and toil unweariable^ 
No moment and no movement unimproved. 
Laid line on line, on terrace terrace spread. 
To swell the heightening, brightening, gradual mound. 
By marvellous stinicture climbing toward tlie day. 

Onmipotence wrought in them, with theui, by them ; 
Hence what Omnipotence alone could do, 
Woims did. I saw the living pile ascend, 
Tlie. mausoleum of its architects. 
Still dying upwards as their labours closed : 
Slime the material ; but the slime wa^ turned 
To adamant by their petrific touch; 
Frail were their frames, ephemeral their lives. 
Their masoniy imperishable. * * * * . * 

*♦♦♦*•** A point at first, 
It peered above those waves a point so small, 
I just perceived it fixed where all was floating; 
And when a bubble crossed it, the blue film 
Expanded like a sky above the sp^ck ; 
That speck became a handbreath ; day and w\^\» 
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It spreail, nccmuuliitcd, nnd ere long- 
rresented to iny view u dazzliug plain. 
White as the moon aniid the sapphii^ sea. 

Compared <nith this amnzing edifice, 
Uabtl'B Btupendoua folly, tlioiigh it aimed 
To Ecale heaven's buttlements, was but a toy, 
The plftjthing of the ivorld in infancy. 

Nine times the age of taaa tliat coral-reef 
Ilnd bleached beneatli the torriil noon, and borne 
Tlie tliunder of a thousand hiirricanos, 
liaised by the jealoxia ocean, to repel 
'Iliat atnuige cneroachment on his old doninin. 

Fragments of shells, dead sloiighs, Eea-montiteiE' 

'Wlinles stranded in tbc shalloivs, hideous n-eeija 
Hnrled out of darkness by tba uprooting surges ; 
Thteo, with unutterable relies more. 
Heaped tho iMugh surface, till the various imus', 
By Natnre'i chemistry combined and purged. 
Had buiied the hare rock in crumbling mould. 

All seasons were prapitions ; every wind, 
From the hot siroc to the wet monsoon, 
Ttnipered the cmde materialfl j wliile Ijeavon's dew 
Fell on the sterile wilderness as sweetly 
As though it were a garden of the Lord. 

James Montgombkt. 



THE UAREDELL. 

With drooping hells of clearest blue. 
Thou didst attract my childish view. 

Almost reseiuhling 
Tho axwTB butterflies that flew 
"Where on the heatli tliy blossoma grew. 

Bo lightly trembling. 
Where feathery fern and golden hroo-n 
Increase the sand-rock cavern's gluuni, 

I've seen thee tangled, 
'Afid tofts of purple heather bloom. 
By the fell spider's treacherous loom. 

With dewdropa spangled. 



J 
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'Mid iniins tumbling to decay, 

Thy flowers their heavenly hues display, 

Still freshly springing; 
Where pride and pomp have passed away. 
To mossy tomb and turret gray^ 

Like friendship, clinging. 

Wlien glow-worm lamps illume the seen 3, 
And silveiy daisies dot the green. 

Thy flowers revealing, 
Perchance to soothe the Fairy-queen, 
With faint sweet tones, on night serene, 

Thy soft bells pealing. 

But most I love thy azure braid. 
When brighter flowers are all decs^ed, 

And thou appearest, 
Stealing beneatli the hedgerow shade. 
Like joys that linger as they fade,' 

Whose last are dearest. 

Thou art the flower of memory ; 
The pensive soul recals in thee 

The year's past pleasures ; 
And, led by kindred thought, wul flee> 
Till back to careless infancy 

The path she measores. 

Beneath autumnal breezes bleai^ 
So faintly £ur, so sadly meek, 

Tyb seen thee bending. 
Pale as the pale blue veins that streak 
Consumption's thin, transparent cheek. 

With death«hues blending. 

Thou shalt be soirow^s love, and mine ; 
The violet and the eglantine 

With Spring are baAished; 
In Summer's befun the roses shine. 
But I of thee my wreath will twine. 

When these are vanished. 



THE VALENTINE WREATH. 

Rosy red tUc liillg appear 

"With tlie light of moroinjt, " 
Oeauteons clautlfl, in eethor clear. 

All tlie east adorning; 
While tbroDgh mist tbe meadows sliine, 
"Wttke, my love, my Talentine ! 
For thy locks of raven line, 

Flowers of hoar frost pearly. 
Crocus-cups of gold and bliiCF, 

Snow-drops drooping early. 
With mezereon sprigs combine : 
Biae, iny love, wy vnlentine ! 
O'er the margin of tbe flood. 

Pluck tbe daisy peeping ; 
Through (he covert of the wood. 

Hunt tlio aorrel creeping ; 
With the little celandine, 

Crown my lore, my valentine I 
Pansiea, on their lowly stems. 

Scattered o'er tbe fallows; 
Hazel-buds with crimson genis. 

Green and glossy sallows, 
Tufted moss nnd ivy-twine, 
Deck my love, my valentine I 
Few and simple flow'reta these ; 

Yet io me leas glorious, 
Garden-beds nnd orchard treei, 

Since this wreath victorious 
Binds you now for ever mine. 
Oh I ray love, my valentine. 

MoNTGOJtEHY. 



WINTER. 

Thebb's not a flower upon the hill. 

There's not a leaf upon the tree ; 

The Summer-bird has left its boiigh. 

Bright child of sunshine, singing now 

In spicy lands beyoud. tbe sea. 
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There's stillness in the harvest-field, 
And blackness in the mountain glen ; 

And eloud that will not pass away 

From the hill-tops for many a day, 
And stillness round the homes of men. 

The old tree hath an older look ; 

The lonely place is yet more dreary; 
They go not now, the young and old, 
Slow wandering on by wood and wold. 
The air is damp, the winds are cold. 

And Summer paths are wet and weary. 

The drooping year is in the wane. 

No longer floats the thistle-down ; 
The crimson heath is wan and sere. 
The hedge hangs withering by the mere^ 

And the broad fern is rent and brown. 

The owl sits huddling by himself. 
The cold has pierced his body thorough ; 

The patient cattle hang their head. 

The deer are 'neath their winter sUed, 

The ruddy squirrePs in his bed. 
And each small thing within its burrow. 

In rich men's halls the fire is piled. 

And furry robes keep out the weather ;^ 
In poor men's huts the fire is low. 
Through broken panes the keen winds blow, 
And old andjoung are cold together. 

Oh ! poverty's disconsolate ; 

Its pains are many, its foes are strong : 
The rich man, in his jovial cheer, 
"Wishes 'twas Winter through the year ; 
The poor man, 'mid his wants profound^ 
With all his little children roimd. 

Prays God that Winter be not long. 

Mary Howitt. 



TIIE BROTHBES' PABTING. 

Whem shall we ttiree meet again i 
"Wlieii sliall we tlirec meet again I 
Oft shftll glowing hope expire, 
. Oft Bhall weaned love retire, 
I Oft shall dcatli and sotrow reign, 

e three shall meet again. 
I Though in distant londa we sigb, 
I Parched beneatli a fervid sky, 
l^liough the deep lietween ua rolls, 
• I^eudeliip shall unite our souls; 
\ Btill in fanej's rich domain, 

lall we three meet again. 
I "Wlien around tliia youthful pine, 
*' ' all creep, and ivy twine, 

ur burnished loeke are gray, 
I Thinned by many a toil-spent day, 
Uay this long-loved bower remiun, 
— Here may we three meet ag^n ! 
[ "When the dreams of life are fled, 

1 its wasted lamp is deftd [ 

l*iWhen in cold oblivion's shade 
T Beauty, youth, and power are laid ; , 
[ "Where immortal spirits reign, *' 

There may we three meet again ! '', 



THE FARM-YARD. 

Ik tlie coiut-yard extends a fish-pond clear. 

On whoso bright sm'fatv other skies appear, 

A boundless space, in whose expansive bWlc 

The eyo is lost. Upon the sloping bank. 

The hen with ruffl^ plumes, and mournful to^e, I 

Calls the young brood she fiilsely tliinks her own ; 

Anxions the little heedless things to save 

From all the terroiB of the fatal wave ; 

lly instinct led, her voice they disobey. 

And in the rippling pool delighted play. 
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The long-necked geese, fierce bullying, hiss around, 
And from their young ones drive the curious hound. 
A pretty, little, busy, bustling maid, 
With her neat basket on her arm displayed, 
To give her feathered care their daily food 
Kuns through the yard, by all the train pursued. 
She stops: and waving now her empty hand, 
Delights to tantalize the greedy band ; 
Now as at once the show'ring grain she sheds, 
They peck and scramble o'er each others' he.ids. 
In his dark hole the snow-white rabbit lies, 
And watchful rolls around his fiery eyes. 
The cooing pigeon leaves his woody nest, 
Adjusts with crimson foot his changing breast, 
Where all the rainbow's various colours blootn, 
And smooths with stroking bill each ruffled plume ; 
Then seeks his mate upon the topmost roof, 
While she in jealous anger keeps aloof: 
But soon he hears the soft relenting fair. 
Who fondly calls him ; then the happy pair 
Together spread their airy wings on hi^h, 
And o*er the blooming ga^en bov'ring fly. 

Kleist. 



THE GOLDFINCH'S NEST. 



Sometimes, suspended at the limber end 
Of plane-tree spray, among the broad-leaved shoots^ 
The tiny hammock swings to every gale ; 
Sometimes in closest thickets 'tis concealed ; 
Sometimes in hedge luxuriant, where the brier, 
The bramble, and the crooked plum-tree branch. 
Warp through the thorn, surmounted by the flowers 
Of climbing vetch, and honeysuckle wild. 
All undefaced by art's deforming hand. 
But mark the pretty bird himself! how light 
And quick his every motion, every note ! 
How beautiful his plumes! his red-tinged head; 
His breast of brown : and see him stretch his wing,— 
A fairy fan of golden spokes it seems. Gbaham. 
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To fair Fldele's grassy tomti 

Soft maids and village kiaia sball bring 
Each opening sweet of earliest blooui. 

And rifle all tlie breathing Spring. 
No wailing gTiost shall dare appear. 

To vex witli shrif^ka tliia quii>t grove. 
But Bbepherd-lads assemble here. 

And inelting virgins own their lore. 
No withered witch Bhall here be seat. 

No gobliuB lead their nightly crew -. 
Ilie iemale fays shall haunt tlie green. 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 
The redbreast aft, at evening bours. 

Shall kindly lend his httle aid, 
With hoary moaa and gathered flowers. 

To deck the ground whure thou art laid. 
When howling winds and beating rain. 

In tempests shake the sylvan ct^ll. 
Or 'midst tlie chase, ou every plniu 

The tender thought on thee slial! dwell : 
Ench lonely scene Bliall thee restore; 

For thee the tear be duly sbed ; 
Beloved till life can charm no more. 

And mourned till Pity's self be dead. 

COLLtSS. 

THE SNAIL. 

To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall, 
The snail aticks fast, uor fears to full, 
As if he grew there, bouse and all. 

Within that house secure be hides 
When danger imminent betides. 
Or storms, or other harms besides 
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Give but his horns the slightest touch, 
His self-coUectiug power is such. 
He shrinks into his house with much 

displeasure. 

Where'er he .dwells, he dwells alone, t 
Except himself, has chattels none. 
Well satisfied to be his own 

whole treasure. 

Thus, hermit-like, his life he leads. 
Nor partner of his banquet needs. 
And if he meets one, only feeds 

the faster. 

Who seeks him must be worse than blind. 
He and his house are so combined. 
If findmg it he faU to find 

it's master. — Cow per. 



UNFOLDING THE FLOCKS. 



Shepherds rise and shake off sleep, 
See the blusliing mom doth peep 
Through your windows, while the sun 
To the moimtain tops has run, 
Gilding all the vales below 
With his rising flames, which grow 
Brighter with his climbing still. 
Up, ye lazy swains I and fill 
Bag and bottle for the field ; 
Clasp your cloaks fast, lest they yield 
To the bitter north-east wind. 
Call the maidens up, and find 
Who lays longest, that she may 
Go without a friend all day. 
Feed your faithful dogs, and pray 
Heaven to keep you from decay. 
So unfold, and then away. 

Beaumont and Fletcher. 



SUMMER EVENING AT THE FARM. 

DowH tlie deep, tho miry tone. 
Creaking comes tlie empty Wftin; 
And driver on the shnft-liotBo Hits, 
■Whistling now and then by fits; 
And oft, with liia nccnstomed call, 
UtgTQg on lUe sluggish Ball. 
The barn is still, the master's gone. 
And thresher puis hia jacket on ; • 
While Dick, upou Uie ladder tall, 
Nails the dead kite to the walL 
Here comes Shepherd Jack at last. 
He has penned the sheep-cote fast; 
For 'twas hut two nights before, 
A lamb was eaten on the moor. 
His empty wallet Rover carries. 
Nor for Jack, when near home, tarries. 
"With lolling tongue, he runs lo try 
If the horsH-trough is not dry. 
The milk is settled in the pans. 
And supper-messes in the cans ; 
In the hovel carts are wheeled, 
And both the colts are drove a-field. 
The Bnare for mister foi is set. 
The leaven toid, the thatching wet ; 
And Bess has stolen away to talk 
"With Hoger, in the holly-waik. 



TO THE HARVEST MOON. 

Moos- of Harvest, I do love 
O'er the uptonds now to rove, 
"While lliy modest roy serene 
Gilds the wild surrounding scene ; 
And to watch thee riding high 
w- In the bUe vauU o? ftie *■*!, 

' Where no thin VBLpOur\nVeTcetW.'iv^ia-3, 

Dnt in unclouded majesly l\vo\v vfoSie^t qm'Ck, -" 
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Pleasing 'tis, oh, modest Moon ! 
Now the night is at her noon, 
'Neath thy sway to musing lie. 
While aromid thee zephyrs sigh, 
Fanning soft the sun-tanned wheat, 
Bipened by the Summei^s heat. 
Picturing aU the rustic's joy. 
When boundless plenty greets his eye, 

And thinking soon. 

Oh, modest Moon! 
How many a female eye will roam 

Along the road, 

To see the load. 
The last dear load of harvest home. 

Storms and tempests, floods and rains. 

Stem despoilers of the plains. 

Hence away, the season flee. 

Foes to light-heart jollity; 

May no winds careering Mgh, 

Drive the clouds along the sl^ ; 
But may all nature smile with aspect boon, 
When* in the heavens thou showest thy fiice, oh Har*' 
vest Moon ! 

'Neath yon lowly roof he lies. 
The husbandman, with sleep-sealed eyes : 
He dreams of crowded bams, and round 
The yard he hears the flail resound ! 
Oh! may no hurricane destroy 
His visionary views of joy ; 
God of the winds! oh, hear his .humble prayer. 
And while the Moon of Harvest shines, thy blust'ring 
whirlwinds spare. 

KiRXB White. 



TlIE BOWER. 

MiLD-BREATHiNo Zephyr, father of tUe Spring, 
'Wlio in tlie vci'dmit iuiiiuIh dutli reigu sole kiiig. 
Who, sheltered hei'e, slirunk fiina the wiati? day, 
Afid careless slept the stormy hours away. 
Hath roused liimaelf, aJid shuok his featliens wet 
With purple swelling odourg, and bath let 
The sweet and fruitful dew fall on this ground. 
To force out all tlie Sowers that might be foontL 
Tlio gaudy peacock boasts Jiot in his train 
80 many lights and sliadows, nor the rain 
Heaven-pointed bow, when that the son dotb contt 
Nor purple pheasant, while his mate doth sport Iier, 
To hear him crow, and with a. beanteous pride 
Wave his discoluured neck and purple side. 
I have not seen the place could more surprise. 
More 'beautiful in Nature's varied dye^. 
Lo 1 the bine bind-weed dotb itself unfold 
With honeysuckle, and both these cntwiuc 
Themselves with hriony and jessamine. 
To c^t a kind BJtd odoriferous shade. 
The balmy west wind blows, and every sense 
Is soothed and courted: — trees have got their liea<]B, 
The fields their coats, the dewy sliining meads 
I>o boost the pansy, lily, and the i-ose. 
And every flower doth laugh ns Zephyr blona. 
The seas are now more even tlian the earth. 
Or gently swell as curled by Zejihyr'a breath ; 
The rivei* run as amoothed by his hand, 
Tlie wanton heifer through the grassy land 
Flays wildly free, her borns scaroc budding yet ; 
Wldlo in [lie sunny fields the new-drupt lambs 
Gambol, rejoicing round their milky dams. 
Hark! haw each bow a several mnsic yields; 
The lusty throstle, early nightingale. 
Accord in tune, though vary in their tale, 
The chuping swallow, called forth by the sun. 
And created lark, dot\v bet ameuniTiiM. 
The yellow bees tlie aW wii\i momc RW, 
The tiachea cai-ol, and the tvivfl.eB\jW\. — ^t-« So-s* 



225 
EVENING. 



Soft through the dusky light half seen. 
Sweet evening objects intervene ; 
His wattled cotes the shepherd plants. 
Beneath her elm the milk-maid chants ; 
The woodman, speeding home, awhile 
Rests him at a shady stile ; 
Nor wants there fragrance to dispense 
Refreshment o*er my soothed sense ; 
Nor tangled woodbine's biEilmy bloom. 
Nor dewy grass to breathe perfume. 
Nor lurking wild thyme*s spicy sweet. 
To bathe in dew my roving feet : 

Nor wants there note of Philomel, 
Nor sound of distant tinkling bell. 
Nor lowing faint from herds remote. 
Nor mastiff's bark from bosomed cot : 
Rustle the brjeezes, lightly borne 
O'er deep embattled ears of com ; 
Round ancient elm, with humming noise. 
Full loud the chaffer-swarms rejoice. 
Meantime, a tliousand dyes invest 
The ruby cliambers of the west. 
That all aslant the village-tower 
A mild reflected i*adiance pour; 
Wliile with the level-streaming rays 
Far seen its ai*ched windows blaze. 

At length the parting light subdues 
My softened soul to calmest views. 
And faintest shapes of pensive joy. 
As twilight dawns my mind employ. 
Till from the path I fondly stray. 
In musings lapped, nor heed the way; 
Wandering through the landscape still, 
Till contemplation has her fill. 
And on each moss-wove border damp, 
The glow-worm hangs his faVr^ Iblixv^. 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN. 



Thzhk went tliree kings into the east. 

Three kings botli great and hi^h ; 
And tliey liave aworn b Bolemn oatli 

John Barloycom sball die. 
They took a. plough and ploughed liim down. 

Put cloda upou his head ; t 

And they have sworn a solemn oath 

John Barlej com was dead. 
But the cheerful Spring came kindly on. 

And sliowers began lo filll : 
Julin Barleycorn got up o^n. 

And sore enrprised them all. 
The Buttiy suns of Bummer come. 

And he grew thick and strongj 
Uis head well armed with pointed flpears, 

Tliat no one Ehould liim wrong. 
Tlie Eob^r Autumn eDtered mild. 

And lie grew wan ami pale ; 
Ilia bending joinla and drooping liead 

Showed ho began to ful. 
His colour sickened more and more. 

He faded into ogej 
And thon his enemies began 

To show their deadly rage. 
They've ta'en a weapon long and sliarp. 

And cut him by tlic knoo ; 
Tben tied him fest apoa a cart. 

Like a rogue for fbrgeiy. 
They laid liim do»ii upon bia back. 

And cudgelled hira fuU sore; 
They hung him up before the stonn, 

And turned him o*er and o*er. 
They filled up a dorloome pit 

With water to the brim ; 
They heaved in John Barleycorn, 

There let hitn tjink or swim. 
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They laid him out upon the floor^ 

To work him further woe ; 
And still as signs of life appeared, 

They tossed him to and fro. 

V m 

They wasted o'er a scorching flame 

The marrow of his bones; 
But a miller used him worst of all, 

For he crushed him between two stones. 

And they have ta'en his very heart's blood. 

And drunk it round and round; 
And still the more and more they drank. 

Their joy did more abound. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold^ 

Of noble enterprise; 
For if you do but taste his blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise. 

'Twill make a man foiget his woe ; 

"Twill heighten all lus joy ; 
'Twill make the widow's heart to sing, 

Thougfh the tear were in her eye. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 

Each man a glass in hand; 
And may his great posterity 

Ne'er fieul in good Scotland ! Burns. 



CONVALESCENCE. 

See the wretch that long has tost 
On the thorny bed of pain. 

At length repair his vigour lost, 
And breaUie and waJk again. 

The meanest floweret of the vale. 
The simplest note that swells the gale. 
The common sun, the air, the skies. 
To him are opening paradise.— —Gray. 



THE SONG OP THE BREEZE. 
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1, t1ic forest, Qiid fell. 
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1 cliamois d 
I have tracked rlie desert so dreary and rade. 
Through the pathless deplba of its solitude ; 
Throiieh the ocean-eavos of the stormy sea. 
My Epirit lias tvand^red at midiii^lit free; 
I liave slept in the lily's frogiiiut bell, 
I Lave moaned in tiie ear Ihrougli the roBj shell ; 
I have roamed alone by the gurgling streara, 
I have danced at eve with the pale moonheam; 
I have kissed the rose iu its blushing pride. 
Till my breath the dew from its lips has dried ; 
I bave stolen away, on my silken wing, 
Tlie violets' aeent in the early Spring. 
I liave hung over graves where the citron grows. 
And the clustering bloom of the orange blows. 
I have wafted the sigh from tho lover's breast, 
To the lips ef the maiden he loved the best. 
I have sped the dove on its errand home. 
O'er mountain and river, and sim-gilt dome. 
I Iiave hushed the babe iu its urodlcd rest, 
"With my song, to sleep on its nioCtier'a breast. 
I have cliascd the clouds in their dark career, 
-Till they hang on my wings in their shapes of fea 
I have rent the oak from its furest^hed. 
And the fiaming brand of tiie fire-king sped; 
I have rushed with the fierce tornado forth. 
On the tempest's wing from tlie stormy north; 
I liavc lashed the waves till they rose in pride. 
And the moiiner's skill in their wTath defied; 
X have borne the mandate of fats and doom. 
And swept tho wreCcii to his wntury tomb. 
I liave shrieked the n'ail of the murdered dead. 
Till tho guilty spirit hath shrunk with drend. 
1 have hymned ray dirge o'er the silent grave, 
And bade the cypress more darkly wave. 
There ia not a spot upon land or sea, 
'\^'hcre than nmy'st not, enthusiast, unndcr wiili q 
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TUE AMERICAN WATER-FOWL. 



Whither, 'midst falling dew, 
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day, 
Far through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue, 

Thy solitary way I 

Vainly the fowlei-'s eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wi'ong, 
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky. 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or maze of river wide. 
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 

On the chafed ocean-side! 

There is a Power whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast. 
The desert and illimitable air. 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 

All day tliy wings have fanned. 
At tliat far height, the cold thin atmosphere ! 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 

And' soon that toil shall end, 
Soon shalt thou find a Summer-home, and rest, 
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend 

Soon o*er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou'rt gone, the abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form ; yet, on my heart. 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given, . 

And shall not soon depai't. 

He, who. from zone to zone 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight. 
In the long way that I must tread alone, 

Will lead my ste^s aright. — Bryant. 
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A COLLOQUY WITH MYSELF. 

As I walked by myself, I talked to myself. 

And myself repHed to me ; 
And the questions myself then put to myself. 

With their answers I give to thee. 
Put them home to thyself, and if unto thyself 

Their responses the same should be. 
Oh ! look well to thyself, and beware of thyself. 

Or so much the worse for thee. 

What are Riches! Hoarded treasures 

May, indeed, thy cofiers fill; 
Yet, Uke earth's most fleeting pleasures. 

Leave thee poor and heartless still. 

What are Pleasures ? When afforded 

But by gauds which pass away. 
Read their fate in lines recorded 

On the sea-sands yesterday. 

What is Fashion I Ask of Folly, 

She her worth can best express. 
What is moping Melancholy! ^ 

Go and leam of Idleness. 

What is Truth ? Too stem a preacher 

For the prosperous and the gay ; 
But a safe and wholesome teacher 

In Adversity's dark day. 

What is Friendship ? If well founded, 
' Like some beacon's heavenward glow ; 
If on false pretensions grounded. 
Like the treacherous sand below. 

What is Love? If earthly only, 

Like a meteor of the night ; 
8hining but to leave more lonely 

Hearts that hailed its transient light : 
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But when calm, refined, and tender. 

Purified from pafision's stam. 
Like the moon, in gentle splendour, 

Buling o'er the peaceful main. 

What are Hopes, but gleams of brightness. 

Glancing darkest clouds between? 
Or foam-crested waves, whose whiteness 

Gladdens ocean's darksome green ? 

What are Fears ? Grim phantoms, throwing 

Shadows o'er the pilgrimfs way, 
Every moment darker growing. 

If we yield unto their sway. 

What is Mirth ? A flash of lightning, 

Fc^owed but by deeper gloom. 
Patience I More than sunshine bright'ning 

Sorrow's path, and labour's doom. 

* 

What is Time? A river flowing 

To Eternity's vast sea. 
Forward, whither all are going. 

On its bosom bearing thee. 

What is Life? A bubble floating 

On that silent, rapid stream ; 
Few, too few, its progress noting, 

Till it bursts, and ends the dream. 

What is Death, asunder rending 

Every tie we love so well? 
But the gate to life un-ending, 

Joy, in heaven ! or woe, in hell ! 

Can these truths, by repetition. 

Lose their magnitude or weight? 
Estimate thy own condition. 

Ere thou pass that fearful gate. 

Hast thou heard them oft repeated? 

Much may still be left to do : 
Be not by profession treated; 

Live— as if thou knew'al tYxeift. ttxskft. 
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As I waJkcd hy myself, I talked to mjad^ 

And myfiblf rejdicd to mc ; 
And the qnestions uiyaelf then pvit to mjBelf, 

Witb their answers, I've given to tliee. 
Ptit them home to thyself, mid if unto thyself 

Their responsea the same should be. 
Oh I look well to tliyaelf, and bew&i-e of tbystdf. 

Or so much the ivorae for thee. 

Bebhahd Baethk. 



TUE GLOW-WORM. 

BuicaT stranger, we)I^ome to my field. 
Here feed iu safety, here thy radiance yield. 

To me, oh, nightly be tbj splendour given ! 
Oh, could a with of miuo the skies command, 
Uow wonld I gem thy leaf, with liberal band. 

With every sweetest dew of Heaven ! 
Say, dost thou kindly light the fairy train. 
Amid their gambols on the stilly plain. 

Hanging thy lump upon the moistened blade ! 
Wliat lamp so fit, bo pure as thine. 
Amid the gentle elfin band to Bhine, 

And chase the hoirora of the midnight ahade ! 
Oh ! mny no feathered foe disturb thy bower. 
And witii barbarian beak thy life devour I 

Oh 1 may no ruthless torrent of th3 sky, 
O'erwhelming, force tliee from thy dewy seat ! 
Nor tempests tear thee from thy green retreat. 

And bid thee, 'mid the humming niyriads, die. 
Queen of the insect world ! wliat leaves delight I 

Of saoh, these willing hands a bower shall form. 
To guard thee from the rashiug rmns of night. 

And hide tliee from the wild wing of the storm. 
Sweet child of stillness I 'mid the awful calm 

Of pausing Nature, thou art pleased to dwell 
Jji Iiappy silence, lo cujoj "iXxj >iBi.va, - 

And shed through Ufe a.\«a\.TBi:wi»i'iii ^u 
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TO-MORROW. 

How sweet to the heart is the thought of to-morrow. 
When hope^s fairy pictures bright colours display. 

How sweet, when wc can from futurity borrow, 
A balm for the griefs that afflict us to-day ! 

When wearisome sickness has taught me to languish . 

For health, and the comforts it bears on its wing, 
Let me hope, oh, how soon it would lessen my anguish ! 

That to-morrow will ease and serenity bring. 

When travelling alone, quite forlorn, unbefriended. 
Sweet hope that to-morrow my wandering will cease; 

That at home then with care sympathetic attended, 
I shall rest unmolested and slumber in peace. 

Or when from the friends of iny heart long divided. 
The fond expectation with joy how replete ; 

That from far distant regions, by Providence guided. 
To-morrow may see us most Imppily meet. 

When six days of labour, each other succeeding, 
With hurry and toil have my spirits oppressed. 

What pleasure to think, as the last is receding, 
To-morrow will be a sweet sabbath of rest. 

And when the vain shadows of time are retiring. 
When life is fast fleeting, and death is in sight, 

The Christian believing, exulting, aspiring, 
Beholds a to-morrow of endless delight ! 

But the infidel then, he sees no to-morrow: 
Yet he knows that his moments are hastening away ; 

Poor wretch ! can he feel, without heart-rending sorrow, 
That his joys and his life will expire with to-day ! 



THE VOICE OF SPRING. 

I COME, I come ! ye have called me long, 
I come o'er the mountains with light and song ■! 
Ye may trace my step o'er the wakening earth. 
By the winds which tell of the violet's b\x\Ja.^ 
By the primrose-stars in tlie fihsAoNv^ ^c«i^ 
Bjr the green leaves opening as 1 ^aaia. 



M HIE VOICE OF SFnilfO. 

I lure breathed on tho 8outli, and the ciLeetDnt-floitm | 
By thousands Imve burst from the forest-bowers, 
Ajid the ancient graves, and the falling fanes. 
Are veiled with irreatliB on Italian plains. 
— But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom. 
To speak of the ruin or the lomh ! 

I have passed o'er the hiUa of the stormy NorUi, 

And the hm^ Iibg hnng all his taasels furtli, 

The lisher ia oat on tha sunny sea. 

And tlie rein-doer bouuds through tlio pasture fiee, 

And the pine has a fringe of softer green. 

And the moss loolcs bright where my step lios heen. 

I havQ sent through the wood-paths a gentle Bi^fa, 
And called out each voice of the deep blue sky. 
From the night-bird's lay llirough the starry time. 
Id the groves of tlie soft Hesperian clime, 
To the swan's wM note by the IccLiud lakes, 
When tlie darli fir-bough into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I have loosed the chain'. 

They are sweeping on to the silvery main. 

They are flashing down from the mountain-brows. 

They are fling^g spray on the forest-boughs. 

They are bursting fresh fi'om their starry caves. 

And the earth resouuda with the joy of waves. 

Come forth, oh, ye children of gladness, come ! 
"Where the violets lie may be now your home. 
Ye of the rose-cheek and den-bright eye. 
And the bounding foot-step, to meet mo fly. 
With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay. 
Come forth to the euushiue, 1 may not slay I 

Away from the dwellings of care-worn Aien, 
The waters arc sparkling iu wood and glen. 
Away from the chamber and dusky hearth^ 
The yoimg leaves are dnnwng in breezy milihi 
Their light stems thiill to the wild-wood strain^ . 
And yontli is abroad in my green domains. . 
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There is that come over your brow and eye 
Whicli speaks of a world where the flowers must die ! 
Ye smile ! — ^but your smile hath a dimness y^tr- 
Oh ! what have ye looked on since last we mel.! 

Ye are changed, ye are changed ! — and I see not here 
All whom I saw in the vanished year ! 
There were graceful heads, with their ringlets bright. 
Which tossed in the breeze with a play of light ; 
There were eyes, in whose glistening laughter lay 
No £Ednt remembrance of dull decay. 

There were steps, that flew o'er the cowslipVi head. 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices, that rung through the sapphire sky. 

And had not a sound of mortality ! 

"—Are they gone! — ^is thdir mirth from the green hills 

passisd! 
«-Ye have looked on Death since ye met me list I 

I know whence the shadow comes o'er ye now,' 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny brow ! 
Ye have given the lovely to earth's embrace, . 
She hath taken the fEurest of beauty's race 1 
With their laughing eyes and their festal crown. 
They are gone from amongst you in silence down. 

They are gone from amongst you, the bright and fair. 

Ye have lost the gleam of their shining hair 1 

— But I know of a world where there fedls no blight, 

I shall find them there, with their eyes of light ! 

Where Death 'midst the blooms of the mora may dwell, 

I tarry no longer, — farewell, farewell I 

The Summer is hastening, on soft winds borne. 
Ye may press the grape, ye may bind the com ! 
For me, I depart to a brighter shore, 
Ye are marked by care, ye are mine no more. . 
I go where the loved who have left you dwell. 
And the flowers are not I)eath's ; fare ye well, farewell ! 

Mas. He MANS. 



THE FIBST OF APRIL. 

MtyDFiTi. of disaster past, 

And shrinking- at tiie northern blast. 

The fleecy storm retntning still. 

The morning hour and evcniog chill, 

Belactiuit comes tho timid Spring ; 

Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 

Mormurs the blossomed boughs nroimd, 

That clothe the garden's southern bound : 

Scarce a, sickly straggling fiower 

Decks the rough castle's rifted tower : 

Scarce the hardy primrose peeps 

From the dtuk dell'u entangled steeps ; 

O'er the field of waving broom, 

Slowly shoots the golden bloom; 

And, but by fits, Uie fnrze-clad dale 

Tinctures the transitory gale. 

"While from the shrubbery's naked maze, 

"Where the v^etable blaze 

Of Flora's brightest 'broideij shone, 

Every chequered cliami is flown. 

Save that tlie lilac hangs to view 

Its buiBting gems in clusters bine. 

Scant along the ridgy land 
The beans tiieir uew-bom ranks expa&d ; 
The freah-tumed soil, with tender blades. 
Thinly tho spreading barley sliades ; 
Fringing the forest's devious edge. 
Half-robed appears the hawthorn hedge : 
Or to the distant eye displays 
Weakly green its budding spraya. 

The swallow, for a moment seen. 
Skims in haste the village-green : 
From the gray moor, on feehio wing. 
The screaming plovers idly spiing : 
The butterfly, gay-pwnted soon. 
Explores awhile tlie tepid noon; 
And fondly trusts ita tender dyea 
To fickle suns, and flattering skies. 

Fraught with a transient, frozen shower. 
If a cloud should haply lower. 
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Sailing o'er the landscape dark, 
'Mute on a sudden is the lark; 
But when gleams the sun again 
0*er the pearl-besprinklod plain. 
And from behind his watery veil. 
Looks through the thin descending hail,^ 
She mounts, and, lessemng to the sight. 
Salutes the blithe return of light, 
And high her tuneful track pursues, 
'Mid the dim rainbow's scattered hues. 
Where, in venerable rows. 
Widely waving oaks enclose 
The moat of yonder antique hall. 
Swarm the rooks with clamorous call ; 
And to the toils of nature true. 
Wreath their capacious nests anew. 

Musing through the lawny park. 
The lonely poet loves to mark 
How various greens, in faint degrees. 
Tinge the tall groups in various trees; 
While careless of the changing year. 
The pine cerulean, never sere. 
Towers distinguished from the rest. 
And proudly vaunts her Winter-vest. 

Within some whispering osier isle. 
Where Glym's low banks neglected smile, 
And each trim meadow still retains 
The wintiy torrent's oozy strains. 
Beneath a willow, long forsook. 
The fisher seeks his 'customed nook; 
And bursting through the crackling sedge. 
That crowns the cuiTent's cavemed edge, 
He startles from the bordering wood, 
The bashful wild-duck's early brood. 

O'er the broad downs, a novel race. 
Frisk the lambs, with faltering pace. 
And with eager bleatings fill 
The fos& that skirts the beaconed hill. 

His free-bom vigour yet unbroke 
To lordly man's usurping yoke, 
The bounding colt forgets to play. 
Basking beneath the noon-tide i*ay. 



And stTetchcd among the daisiGB pied 
Of a grclin dinglo's sloping side ; 
"Wliile fur beneath, whare Natviro spreads 
Her baandless length of level meads. 
In loose lusuriatioo tauglit to stray 
A tliousand tumljling rUls inlay 
With silver veina the vale, or pn^ 
Bedundaat through the sparkling graa& 

Yet in these presages rude, 
'Midst her pensive solitude. 
Fancy, with prophetic glance, 
Sees tlie teaming months advoacc. 
The field, the forest, green and gay, 
Tiie dappled slope, the tedded hay; 
Sees the reddening orchard blow. 
The harvest wave, the vintage fiow ; 
Sees June unfold Ills glossy robe 
Of thousand hues o'er all the globe; 
Sees Ceres grasp Iter crown of com. 
And Plenty load her ample horn. Wav 



THE LILY AND ROSE. 

The snowy Lily pressed with heavy rain, 
"Which fiUs her cup with showers np to the hrinit. 

The weary stalk no longer con sustain 

The head, but low beneath the biirdun siaka. 

Or should the virgin Rose lier leaves display. 

And ope her bosom to the blaze of day, 

Down drops her double ruff, and oil her charms dsce; 

Languid and dying seems the purple flower. 

Fainting tliTough heat, low hangs her drooping Ilea 

Dut if revived by a soft faUiug- shower. 
Again her lively beautius she doth spread. 

And with new pride her silken leaves display; 

And while the sun dolh now more gently play, 

Xaya out her swelling bosom to tlie smilmg day. 

G. Fletch] 
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THE APRIL DAY. 

All day the low-hnng clouds have dropt 

Their garnered fulness down ; 
All day that soft gray mist hath wrapt 

Hill, valley, grove, and town. 
There has not heen a sound to-day 

To hreak the cahn of Nature ; 
Nor motion, I might almost say^ 

Of life or living creature, 
Of waving bough, or warbUng bird. 

Or cattle faintly lowing; 
I could have half believ^ I heard 

The leaves and blossoms growing. 
I stood to hear, I love it well, 

The rain's continuous sound. 
Small drops, but thick and fiist they fell 

Down straight into the ground : 
For leafy thickness is not yei 

Earth's naked breast to screen. 
Though every dripping branch is set 

With shoots of tender green. 
Sure, since I looked at early mom, 

Those honeysuckle buds 
Have swelled to double growth ; that thorn 

Hath put forth larger studs ; 
That lilac's cleaving cones have burst. 

The milk-white flowers revealing ; 
E'en now, upon my senses first, 

Methinks their sweets are stealing : 
The very earth, the steamy air. 

Is all with fragrance rife ! 
And grace and beauty everywhere 

Are flushing into Ufe. 
Down, down they come— those fruitful stores t 

Those earth-rejoicing drops; 
A momentary deluge pours, 

Then thins, decreases, stops. 
And ere the dimples on the stream 

Have circled out of sight, 
Lo, from the west a partmg gleam 

Breaks forth of amber light.— —Dale. 
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THE FAIRY QUEEN SLEEPING. 

Os j-onder bank, -where fragrant wild tliyme blows, 
"Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows, 
Quite over-canopied with lush woodbine. 
With 9(veet inuak-roaea and witli eglantine. 
There slee|B Titonia, sometime of the uight. 
Lulled in those flowers with dances aiid delight. 
And tfapie the soahe rolb his enamelled skin, 
Full wide enough to wrap a fiary in. 
Those cowslips tall her ponsiDners be ; 
In their gold coats spoo you aee, 
ThoBi> are rubies, fairy favoun, 
III these freckles live their savoura. 
Her small elves seek for dew^rops near, 
And bang a pearl in ever; cowslip's ear. 

SuAESPEAnil. 



ADVANTAGES OF EXERCISE TO HEALTH. 

All ! wliat avail Ibo largest gifts of heaven 

When drooping bealtti and spirits go amiss I 
How taatelesB then wlutever can be given : 

IJeaUli is the vital principle of bliss. 

And exercise of health: — in proof of this, 
Behold the wretch who flings his life away. 

Soon swallowed in disease's sad abyss ; 
"While be whom toil has bmced, or manly play. 
Has light as air each linib, each thought as clear a: 
Oh ! who can speak the vigorous joys of health, 

Unclogiged the body, unohsctired the mind; 
The morning rises gay ; with pleasing stealtlt 

The temperate evening falls serene and kind. 

In health the wiser brutes true gladness And : 
See how the yojing lambs fnsk along the meads 

As May comes on, and wakes tbe balmy wind ; 
Bampaut with joy, their joy all joy exceeds; 
Yet what but bigh-stnuig health this dancing pleasui 
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I care uot. Fortune, what you me deny ; 

You cannot rob me of free Nature's grace, 
You cannot shut the windows of the sky. 

Through which Aurora shows her brightening face; 

You cannot bar my constant feet to titice 
The woods and lawns by living stream at eve : 

Let health my nerves and finer fibres bi-ace, 
And I their toys to the rich children leave; 
Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave ! 

Thosisgit. 



THE MOURNER. 



Weep no more, or sigh or moan, 
Grief recalls no hour that's gone : 
Violets plucked, the sweetest rain 
Makes not fresh or grow again. 

l&raid thy locks, look cheerfully. 
Fate's hidden ends no eye can see. 
Joys, as winged dreams, fiy fast, 
AVhy should sadness longer last ? 
Soon life's happiest hour is o*er; 
Gentlest fair! mourn, mourn no more ! 

Beaumont akd Fletcheb. 



THE DYING STAG. 



Low in a grassy dingle he was laid, . 
With wild-wood primroses befreckled ; 

Over his head the wanton shadows played 
Of a young olive, that her boughs so spread, 
As with her leaves she seemed to crown his head. 

And here lie came, pierced by a fatal blow. 
As in a wood he walked securely feeding. 
And feeling death swim in his endless bleeding, 
His heavy head his fainting strength exceeding. 
Bade farewell to the woods tliat round him wave, 
While tears from drooping flowers bedew his turfy gi"-ave. 



ODE TO CONTENT. 



THOU, tlie Nympli with placid eje ! 
O aeldoin found, yet ever nigU ! 

ReceiYB III J temperatB vow : 
Not all the storms that sbake the pole, 
Can e'er disturb thy halcyon soul. 

And smootli, unaltered brow. 

O eoine, in sunplest vest arrayed. 
With all thy sober cheer dlsp^yed. 

To bless my lunging sight ; 
Thy mien coropoaed, thy even pace. 
Thy meek regard, thy matron grsce. 

And ctiaate subdued delight. 
No more by varying passions beat. 
Oh ! gently guide my pilgrim feet. 

To find thy bermit cell; 
"Where in sopie pure and equal sky, 
Beneath thy soft indulgent eye, 

Tbe modest virtues dwi^ 

Simplicity in Attic veat^ 

And Innocence with candid brenst. 

And clear undaunted eye, 
And Hope, who points to distant years. 
Fair opening through tliis vale of tears 

A vista to the sky. 
There Health, through whose calm bosom glide 
The temperate joys in even tide, 

That rarely ebb or flow j 
And Patience there, thy ^ter meek, 
Fresents her mild, unvarying cheek. 

To meet tfee offered blow. 
Her influence taught tbe Fhrygiaii sag?, 
A tyraot master's wanton rage 

With settled smiles to meet ; 
Inured to toil and bitter bread. 
He bowed his meek submitted head. 

And lusaed Ihj samtsd feet. 



ODE TO CONTENT. 243 

But thou, O Nymph retired and coy ! 
In what brown hiunlet dost thou joy 

To tell thy tender tale ? 
The lowliest children of the gpronnd, 
Moss-rose and violet blossom round. 

And lily of the vale. 

Oh ! say what soft propitions hour» 
I best may choose to hail ihy power. 

And court thy gentle sway : 
When Autumn, ^endly to the Muse, 
Shall thy own modest tints diffuse, 

And shed thy milder day ? 

When Eve, her dewy star beneath, 
Thy balmy spirit loves to breathe. 

And every storm is laid I 
If such an hour was e'er thy choice. 
Oft let me hear thy soothing voice 

Low whispering through the shade. 

Mas. Babbauld. 



THE SOLITARY WALK AT NOON. 



Hebe, unmolested, through whatever sign 

The sun proceeds, I wander; neither mist. 

Nor freezing sky, nor sultry, checking me. 

Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 

Even in the Spring and play-time of the yeafi 

That calls the unwonted viUager abroad. 

With all her little ones, a sportive train. 

To gather king-cups in the yellow mead. 

And deck their hair with dfusies, or to pick 

A cheap but wholesome salad from the brool^ 

These shades are all my own. The timorous hare. 

Grown so familiar with her frequent guest, 

Scarce shuns me ; and the stock-dove, unaJarmed, 

Sits cooing in the pine-tree, nor suflpends 

His long love-ditty for my near approach. 



ODE TO SPRING. 

Sweet daHgliter of a roitgli ajiil stormy sire. 
Hoar Winter's blooming child, deliglitful Spring ! 

Whuse UDshorD locks with leivcs 

And swelling buda are eruivned ; 
From the gri'eu islands of eternid 3'uuth 
(Crowned with fresh blooms, and ever-Bpriiiging uluide) 

Turn, hither turn tliy step, 

O thou, whoHs pow'rful voice. 
Mora Bweet than Bof lest touch of Doric reed. 
Or Lj'dlaii flute, can sootli the madding winds. 

And tlirough the stormy deep 

Breathe thy own tender calm. 
Thee, best beloved '. the vir^n train await, 
With songs, and festal lites, aiid joy to rove 

Thy blooming wilds among, 

And vales and downy lawus. 
With untired feet ; and cull thy earliest sw^eeta 
To weave fresh garlands for the glowing brow 

Of him, the favoured youth, 

That prompts their whispered sigh. 
Uulocti thy copious stores; those tender showers 
That drop their sweetness on tlie infant bnda, 

Aud silent dews that swell 

Tlie milky eai^'s green stem ; 
And feed the flow'ring osier's early shoots; 
And call those winds, which through the whisp'Hiiir 

With wann and pleasant breath 

Salute Iho blowing flowers. 
Now let me sit beneath the whitening thorn. 
And mark Uie spreading tints steal o'er the dale : 

And watch with patient eye 

Thy fell' unfolding dumns. 
O Nymph! approach, while yet the temp'rjte sim, 
With bashliil forehead, through tlie cool moist air 
Throws his young maiden beams, 
■ And with chaste kLSsea ^uos 
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The Earth's fair bosom ; while the streaming veil 
Of lucid clouds with kind and frequent shade 

Protects thy modest blooms 

From his severer blaze. 

Sweet is thy reign, but short : the red dog-star 
Shall scorch thy tresses ; and the mower's sithe 

Tlqr greens, thy flowerets all, 

Hemorseless shall destroy. 

Beluctant shall I bid thee then farewell ; 
For, oh ! not all that Autumn's lap contains. 

Nor Summer's i*uddiest fruits, 

Can aught for thee atone. 

Fair Spring! whose simplest promise m6re delights, 
Than all their largest wealth, and through the heart 

Each joy and new-bom hope 

With softest influence breathes. 

Mbs. Babbauld. 



FAIRIES' SONG. 

Ye spotted snakes, with double tongue, 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen. 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near our fairy queen. 

Weaving spiders, come not here. 

Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence ! 
Beetles black, approach not near; 
Worm nor snail, do no offence. 
Philomel! with melody. 
Sing in your sweet lullaby, 
livSsky lulla, lullaby^ 
Never charm, or spell or harm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh. 
So, good night ! with lullaby. 

Shakspeabe. 



L'ALLEGEO. 

Hekce lonthed Mcknclioly, 

Of CerberuB and blockcBt midnight Loin , 

In Stygian cave forlorn, 

'Alongsl horrid BliapM, and ahrieka, and siglis unholj, 

Find out some jinoouth cell, 
'Wliere brooding Darkness spreads Iiia jealoofiwiDgt, 

And the night-raveti sings j 

Tliere under ebon sliadofi, anil low-browed rocks. 

As ragged as thj locks, 

In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwclL 
But come, thou Goddess fair and free. 

In Heaven jcleped Euphroayne, 

And by men, heart-easing Mirth, 

Whom lovely Venus at a birth 

With two sister Graces more 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore : 

Or whether (as some sages sing) 

The frolic wind that breathes the spring. 

Zephyr, with Aurora playing, 

As lie met her once a-mayiug. 

There on beds of vi'lets blue. 

And fresh-blown rosea washed in dew. 

Filled her with thee, a daughter fiiir. 

So buxom, bhthe, and debonair. 

Haste Ihee, Nymph, and faring with thee 

Jest and youthful Jollity, 

Quips, and cranks, and wanton wiles, 

Vods, and becks, and wreathed smiles. 

Such 01 hang on Hebe's cbeek, 

And luve to live in dimple sleek; 

Sport that wrinkled Care derides. 

And Laughter holding both his udes ; 

Come, and trip it as yon go 

On the light fantastic toe. 

And in thy right hand lead with thee, 

The mountain-nymph, sweet Liberty; 
' And, if I give thee honour due, 
I - 3lirtb, admit me of thy crew, 
I To live with her, and live with thee, 
I In unrepreved pleasures free : 




l'allegro. 24^ 

• 

To hear the lark hegin his flight, 
And singing startle the dull night, 
From his watch-tower in the skies^ 
Till the dappled dawn doth rise ; 
Then to come, in spite of sorrow. 
And at my window bid good-morrow. 
Through the sweetbrier, or the vine, 
Or the twisted eglantine : 
While the cock with lively din^ 
Scatters the rear of darkness thin,. 
And to the stacks or the barn-door. 
Stoutly struts his dames before; 
Oft listening how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slumbering mom, 
From the side of some hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing shrill; 
Some time walMng not unseen 
By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green. 
Bight against the eastern gate. 
Where the great Sun begins Ms state, 
Bobed .in Bsanes, and amber light, 
The clouds in thousand liveries dight ; 
While the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whistles o^er the furrowed land. 
And the milk-maid singeth blithe. 
And the mower whets his isithe. 
And every shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures. 
While the landscape round it measures, 
Busset lawns, and feUows gray;. 
Where the nibbling flocks do stray; 
Mountains on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest ; 
Meadows trim with daisies pied ; 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 
Towers and battlements it sees 
Bosomed high in tufted trees, 
Where perhaps some beauty lies. 
The Cynosure of neighboring eyes. 
Hard by, a cottage-chimney smokes. 
From betwixt two aged oalcs, 
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Wlicrc Corj'don end Tliyreis met. 

Are at their savoury dinner set 

Of Iierba, and other country messes. 

Which the nBBt-hauded Phyllis dreasesi 

And thpii in haste Iter boirer she leaves, 

Willi Theslylis to bind the sheaves; 

Or, if the earlier season lead, 

To the tanned haycock in the mead. 

Sometimes, with secure delight, 
Tlie upland hamleta wilt invite, 
Wiiere the merry bells ring round. 
And the jocund rebecks found 
To many a youth, and many a roaid, 
Unncing in-the chequered «hade; 
And young imd old come forth to plof 
On a sunshine holiday. 
Till the livelong dftyliglit fail ; 
Then to the spicy nutbrown ale. 
With atories told of many a feat, 
How fairy Mab the junkets ate; 
She was pinched, and polled, she stud. 
And he by friar's lantei-n led ; 
Tells how the drudging goblin sweat 
To earn hia urcam-bonl duly set. 
When in one night, ere glimpaa of mom, 
Bia ahodowy flail had threshed the corn. 
That ten day'labourei-a could not end; 
Then lies him down the lubber fiend. 
And, stretched out all the chimney's length. 
Basks at the fire his hairy strength. 
And, crcpful, out of doors he flings. 
Ere the firat cock hia matin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creep. 
By whispering winds soon lulled asleep. 

Towered cities please us then. 
And the busy hum of men. 
Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold. 
With store of ladies, whose bright eyea 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or amis, while Iwtii contend 

Jier grace, whom all commend. 
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Tliere let Hymen oft appear 
In softVon robe, with taper clear. 
And pump, and feant, and revoliy, 
"With mosque and antique pageantiy. 
Such sights OS youthful poeta dream. 
On Summer evea, by haunted atream. 
Then to the well-trod stage anon. 
If Jodsod'b learned sock be on, 
Cr sweetest Shakspeare, Fancy's child, 
Warble his native wooditotea wild. 

And ever against eating cares 
Lap me in soft Lydion airs, 
tianied to immortal verse, 
Such 08 the melting soul may pierce, 
In notes with inany a winding bout 
Of linked sweetness long drawn out, 
"With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through ma^es ninning, 
Untwisting all the chains tliat tie 
The hidden gouI of Harmony ; 
That Orpheus' self may heave hia head 
From golden slumber on a bed 
Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear 
Such strains aa would have won the ear 
Of PlntD, to have quite set free 
His hftlf-regained Enrydioe. 
These doliglita if thou canst give. 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live. Milton 



, IL PENSEROSO. 

Hence vain deluding joys. 

The brood of Folly, without father bred ! 

How little yon bestead. 

Or fill the fised mind with all your toys 1 
Dwell in some idle hmin. 
And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess. 
As thick and numberless 

As the gay motes that people the suubeams. 
Or likest hovering dreams. 

The fickle pensioners of Morphen?" train. 
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B»t hail, thou Goddess, sage and holy ! 
Hail, divinest Melancholy! 
Whose Bsintly visage is too bright, 
To hit tlio sense of hnman mght. 
And therefore to our weaker view 
O'erlaid with black, staid wisdom's line : 
Bhick, bill sueh sa in esteem 
Princo Memnon's isl«i- might beseem. 
Or that Btarred Etbiop qneen, thi^t strove 
To set her beaxity's pruiae above 
The sea-nyinphs, and their powers offended. 
Yet thou art higher far descended : 
Thee bright-hiured Vesta long of yore 
To solitary Saturn jbore ; 
His daughter she (in Saturn's reign 
Such mixture was not held a stain,) 
Oft in glimmering bowers and gladea 
He met her, and in s«:ret shades 
Of woody Ida's inmost grave, 
While yet there was no fear of Jove, 

Come, pensive nun, devout and pnro, 
8oher, steadfast, and demure, 
All in a robo of dark^t grain 
Flowing with majestic tmin, 
And sable stole of t^ypress lawn. 
Over thy decent Hhoiddcrs drawn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted state. 
With even step and musing gait. 
And looks commercing with the skies. 
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes ; 
There, held in holy passion still. 
Forget thyself to marble, till. 
With a sad leaden downward cast, 
ThoD fix them on the earth as &at ; 
And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 
Spare Fast, that oft with Gods doth diet. 
And hear the Muses in a ring 
Aye rmind about Jove's altar sing ; 
And add to these retired Leisure, 
That in trim garden takes his pl^ure ; 
But first and chiefest with thee bring 
Him that yon soars on golden wing. 
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Gniding the fiery-wheeled throne, . 
The cherab Contemplation ; 
And the mute Silence hist along, 
'Less Philomel will deign a song, 
In his sweetest, saddest plight, 
Smoothing the ragged brow of Kight, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke. 
Gently o*er the accustomed oak ; 
Sweet bird, that shun'st the noise of folly. 
Most musical, most melancholy! 
Thee, chantress, oft the woods among 
I woo to hear thy evening song; 
And missing thee, I walk unseen 
On the dry smooth shaven green, 
To behold the wandering Moon, 
Riding near her highest noon,^ 
Like one that had been led astray 
Through the heavens* wide pathless i^y 
And oft, as if her head she bowed, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft on a plat of rising ground 
I hear the far-off curfew sound. 
Over some wide-watered shore^ 
Swinging slow with sullen roar. 

Or if the air will not permit. 
Some still, removed place will fit, 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom. 
Far from all resort of mirth. 
Save the cricket on the hearth^ 
Or the bellman's drowsy charm. 
To bless the doors from nightly harm. 

Or let my lamp at midnight hour 
Be seen on some high lonely tower. 
Where I may oft outwatch the Bear, 
With thrice-great Hermes, or unsphere 
The spirit of Plato, to unfold 
Wliat worlds or what vast regions hold 
Th' immortal mind, Jhat hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook ; 
And of those demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground. 



Whose power hath a true conaent 
"With plauet, or with element. 

Sonietinie let gorgeous Tragedy 
In sceptred pall come sweeping by, 
Pivsenting Thebes, or Pelops' line. 
Or the tale of Troy divine. 
Or what (though rare) of later age. 
Ennobled hath the biuikined Btage. 

But, Bod'virgin 1 tlukt thy power 
Might raise Musidub from his bower. 
Or bid the soul of Orpheua sing 
Such notes as, warhlud to the string. 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek. 
And made Hell grant what lovs did seek ; 
Or can up him that left lialf-tolil 
Tlie story of Cambiiscan bold. 
Of Camtmll, and of Algorsifu, 
And who had Cannce to wife, 
That owned the virtuous ring and glass, 
Aud of the wondrous horse of biBss, 
On which the Tartar king did ride; 
And if aught else great bards beside 
In sage and solemn tunes have sung, 
Of touraeysand of trophies hung; 
Of forests and encbantmenta drear. 
Where more is meant than meete the ear. 

Thas Night oft see me iu thy pate caresr. 
Till civil-suited Mom appear. 
!k4ot tricked and frounced as she was wont 
With the Attio boy to hunt. 
But kerchiefed in a comely cloud. 
While rocking winds are piping loud, 
Or ushered witb b shower still, 
Wlicn the gust Iiath blown his Ell, 
Ending on the rustling leaves. 
With minute drops from off the eaves. 

And when the sun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, me. Goddess, bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves. 
And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves. 
Of pine or monumental oak, 
WJiere the mde axe, ■mfti VeoNed stroke. 
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Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from theii* hallowed haunt : 
There in close covert by some brook^ 
Where no profaner eye may look, 
Hide me from day's gaiish eye. 
While the bee with honeyed tliigli, 
That at her flowery work doth sing, 
And the waters murmuring. 
With such concert as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep : 
And let some strange mysterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy stream 
■ Of lively portraiture displayed, 
Softly on my eyelids laid : 
And as I wake sweet music breathe 
Above, about, or underneath. 
Sent by some spirit to mortals good. 
Or th' unseen Genius of the wood. 

But let my due feet never fail. 
To walk the studious cloister*s pale. 
And love the high imbowed roof. 
With antique pUlars massy proof. 
And storied windows richly dight. 
Casting a dim religious light. 
There let the peaUng organ blow. 
To the full-voiced quire below. 
In service high, and anthems clear. 
As may with sweetness, through mine ear, 
Dissolve me into ecstasies. 
And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 

And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
The hairy gown and mossy cell. 
Where I may sit and rightly spell 
Of every star that heaven doth shew. 
And every herb that sips tlie dew; 
Till old Mxperience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 

These pleasures. Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee will choose to live. Miltok. 
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ODE TO FEAR. 

Thou, to whom tlie world nnknown. 
"With bU ita sliadony sh&pes is Bhami ; 
"Wlio aeest appalled tlie unreal scene. 
While fancy lifts the veil between : 
All Fear! all frantic Fear! 
I see, I see thee near. 
I know thy hurried step, thy haggard eye ! 
Ijke thee I start, like thee disordered Ity; 
For lo, what monsters in thy train appear ! 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mould 
What mortal eye can fixed behold ! 
Who Blalks hia round, a hideous form. 
Bowling amidst the midnight storm. 
Or tbrowH him on the ridgy Bteep 
Of some loose hanging rock to sleep : 
And with him thousand phantoms joined. 
Who prompt to deeds oecnrsed the miud: 
And those, the fiends, wlio, nenr allied, i 

O'er Nature's wounds and wrecks preside; 
While Vengeance in the lurid air 
Lifts her red arm, exposed and bare : 
On whom that ravening brood of Fate, 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait ; 
Who, Fear, this ghastly train can see, 
And look not madly wild, like thee? 

Thou who such weary lengths hast passed. 
Where wilt thou rest, mad Nymph, at last? 
Say, wilt (hou shroud in haunted cell. 
Where gloomy Hope and Mnrder dwell? 
Or in some hollowed seat, 
'Gainst which the big waves heat, 
Hear drowning seniuen's cries in tempests brought, 
Dark power, with shuddering meek Bubntitted 

thougiit? 
Be mine, lo read tlie visions old. 
Which thy awakening bards have told. 
And, lest thou meet niy bhiated view 
Hold each strange talc devoutly ti-ue j 
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Ne'er be I found, by thee o'erawed. 
In that thrice-hallowed eve abroad. 
When ghosts, as cottage maids believe. 
The pebbled beds permitted leave. 
And goblins haunt, from fire, or fen. 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men! 

6 thou whose spirit most possessed ^ ' 
The sacred seat of Shakspeare's breast! 
By all that from thy prophet broke. 
In thy divine emotions spoke ! 
Hither again thy fury d^J, 
Teach me but once like him f o feel ; 
His cypress wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear! will dwell with tbee.- — Collins, 



THE CYPRESS WREATH; 



O LADY ! twine a wreatb for me. 
And twine it of the cypress tree. 
Too lightly glow the lilies light. 
The varnished holly's all too bright ; 
The May-flower and the eglantine 
May shade a brow less sad than mine ; 
But, lady ! weave no wreath for me. 
Or weave it of the cypress tree. 

Let dimpled mirth his temples twine 
With tendrils of the laugUng vine; 
The manly oak, the pensive yew. 
To patriot and to sage be due : 
The myrtle-bough bids lovers live, 
But that Matilda will not give; 
Then, lady ! twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress tree. 

Let merry England proudly rear 

Her blended roses, bougbt so dear; 

Let Albyn bind her bonnet blue 

With heath and hare-bell dipped in dew ; 

On £Eivoured Erin's crest be seen 

The flower she loves, of emerldd green : 



Strike the wild harp, while maids prei^nrc 
The ivy meet for miMtrers hair; 
And, while his crown of laurel-leaves 
'With bloody liand the victor weaves. 
Let the load tmiup his triiimph tell ; 
But when you bear the? pnsEing-bell, 
Then, lady ! twine a wreatli for me. 
And twine it of tlie cypress tree. 
Yea I twine for me the oypreaa bough; 
But, O Matilda, twiae not now I 
Slay till a few brief months are passed. 
And 1 have looked and loved my last I 
Wlieu villagers roy shroud bestrew, 
"With pansiea, rosemary, and me, — 
Then, lady ! weave a wreath for nie. 
And weave it of (he cypress tree. 

Sir Walter Scot: 



A FAIRY'S FAVOUfiS. 



Be kind and courteous to tliis gentlei 
Hop in liis walks, and gambol in his eyea ; 
Feed him with apricots and dewberries, 
"With purple grapes, green figs, and midbra'. _ 
The honey-bag steal froin tlip humble boes. 
And for wax-ljipers crop their waxen tlkiglla^ . J 
To light my love to bed, and lo arise ; 
And pluck the wings from painted bnlterfliea 
To fan the moon-beams from bis sleeping cyt 
Nod to bini, elves! and do him courtesies. ' 
I'll have a venturous fmry that shall ransacic 1 
I'lie NquiiTel's hoard, to seek new nuts for liii 
I'll give him fairies to attend on him. 
And tliey KliaUfeldili\mic'Be\Bi'[Qin'iXut 4 
And siag, whilit lie on vrcsaciftowcr "-■ 
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THE PLANE TREE AND THE VINE. 

FUOM THE LATIK. 



See yonder blushing vine tree grow. 
And clasp a dry and withered plane ; 

And round its youthful tendrils throw, 
A shelter from the storm and rain. 

Tliat hapless tinmk, in former time. 
Gave covert from the noon-tide blaze. 

And taught the infant shoot to climb» 
Which now the pious debt repays. 

Thus for a mother's fostering care, 
May'st thou a tender love return ; 

Shield lier when life's nide tompests lower. 
And wreathe with flowers her saci*ed urL 



SONG OF THE CID. 

The Cid is sitting, in martial state. 

Within Valentia's wall; 
And chiefs of high renown attend 

The knightly festival. 

Brave Alvar Fanez, and a troop 

Of gallant men, were there ; 

And there came Donna Ximena, 

*His wife, and daughters fair. 

When the foot-page bent on his knee, 
What tidings brought he then ? 

'^Morocco's king is on the seas, 
With fifty thousand men." 

^< Now God be praised !** the Cid he cried, 

*' Let every hold be stored : 
Let fly the holy Gonfaloii, 

And give ^ Saint James? t\id "vtqt^^ 
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And now, upon the turret high^ 
Was heard the signal drum ;* 

And loud the watchman blew his trump. 
And cried^ " They come ! they come !'* 

The Cid then raised his sword on high. 
And by God's Mother swore. 

These walls, hard-gotten, he if ould keep. 
Or bathe their Iwse in gore. 

** My wife, my daughter, what ! in texts t 
Nay hang not thus your head : 

For you shall see how well we fight ; 
How scddiers earn their bread. 

^ We will go out against the ^loors^ 
And crush them in your sight f* 

And all the Christians shouted loud, 
"May God defend the right !" 

He took his wife and daughter's hand. 

So resolute was he. 
And led them to the highest tower 

That overlooks the sea. 

They saw how vast a pagan power 

Came sailing o'er the brine; 
Tliey saw, beneath the morning light^ 

The Moorish crescents shine. 

Tliese ladies then grew deadly pale. 
As heart-struck with dismay ; 

And when they heard the tambours beat^ 
They turned their heads away. 

The thronged streamers glittering flew. 

The sun was shining bright, 
" Now cheer,'* the valiant Cid he cried ; 

*' This is a glorious sight 1" 

Whilst thus, with shuddering look aghast^ 

These fearful ladies stood, 
27je Cid he raised Yna bwot^, waa. Q?fisi^^ 

''All this is fox your goo^. 
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" Ere fifteen days are gone and past, 

If God assist the right. 
Those tambours that now sound to scare. 

Shall sound for your delight." 

The Moors, who pressed beneath the towers. 

Now *« Allah ! Allah !" sung ; 
Each Christian knight his broadsword drew. 

And loud the trumpets rung. 

Then i)p the noble Cid bespoke, 

** Let each brave warrior go, 
And arm himself, in dusk of morn, 

J&e chanticleer shall crow ; 

*' And in the lofty minster church 

On Santiago call, — 
That good Bishoppe Hieronymo, 

Shtdl there absolve you all. 

'^ But let us prudent counsel take. 

In this eventful hour; 
For yon proud Infidels, I ween. 

They are a mighty power." 

Then Alvar Fanez counselled well, 

" We will deceive the foe, 
And ambush with three hundred men, 

Ero the first cock does crow : 

'^ And when against the Moorish men 

The Cid leads up his powers, — 
We, rushing from the hollow glen, 
' Will fall on them with ours." 

This counsel pleased the Chieftain well : 

He said it should be so; 
And the good Bishop should sing mass, 

Ere the first cock did Crow. 

The day is gone, the night is come ; 

At cock-crow all appear 
In Pedro*s church, to bYitivq WieoA^vcA, 
And holy mass to lieas -. 
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On Santiago there they called, 

To hear them and to save : 
And that good Bishop, at the mass. 

Great absolution gave. 

** Fear not," he cried, *^ when fhonsands bleed, 

When horse on man shall roll ! 
Whoever dies, I take his sins. 

And God shall save his soul. 

** A boon ! a boon !** the Bishop cried, 

^I have sung mass to-day; 
Let me be foremost in the fight. 

And lead the bloody fray." 

Now Alvar Fanez and his men 
Had gained the thickens shade ; 
: And, witl^ hushed breath and anxioiis eye^ 

V Had there their ambush laid. 
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Four thousand men, with triimp, and shout. 
Forth issued from the gate ; 
. Where my bright Old, in harness briglit. 
On Bavi^ca sate. 

Tliey passed the ambush on the left. 

And mai*clicd o*er dale and down. 
Till soon tbey saw the Moorish camp 

Betwixt them and the town. 

My Cid then spurred liis horse, and set 

The battle in array. 
The first beam on his standard shone. 

Which Pero bore that day. 

When this the Moors astonied saw, 

** Allah !" began their cry: 
The tambours beat, the cymbals rung'. 

As they would rend the sky. 

•^Banner, advance;" my Cid cried then. 

And raised aloft hifi swoxd; 
The whole host answexe^ va.^ v^ i^vyoX^ 

** Saint Mary, and waliQK^^ . \ 
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That good Bishop, Hieronymo, 

Bravely his battle bore ; 
And cried, as he spurred on his resolute steed^ 

'* Hurrah ! for the Camx>eador !" 

The Moorish and the Chi*istian host 

Mingle their dying cries, 
And many a horse along the plain 

Without his rider flies. 

Now Alvar Fanez, and hb men, 

Wlio crouched in thickets low, 
Leaped up, and, with the lightning glance, 

Kushed on the wavei*ing foe. 

The Moors, who saw tlieir pennons gay 

All waving in the wind, 
Fled in despair, for still they feared 

A greater host behind. 

The crescent sinks !— "Pursue ! pmsue ! 

Haste — spur along the plain ! 
See where they fall— see where they lie, 

Never to rise again." 

Of fifty thousand, who at mom 

Came forth in armour bright, 
Scarce fifteen thousand souls were left. 

To tell the tale at night 

My Cid then wiped his bloody brow. 

And thus was heard to say, 
" "Well, Bavi^ca, hast thou sped. 

My noble horse ! to-day." 

If thousands then escaped the sword. 

Let none my Cid coiKlemn ; 
For they w«Fe^ swept into the sea, 

And the surge went over them. 

There's many a maid of Tetuan 

AU day shall sit and weep, 
But nexer see her lover^a sqaV 

SJiine on the northern deei^. 



Tliere's nmny a motUer, with her babe. 
Shall pace the soiinding shore, 

And think upon its father's smile. 
Whom she ehull see no more. 

Rock, hoary Ocean ! uiourDfuUy, 

Upon thy hillowy bed ; 
For, darlt ond dpej), thy surges sweep 

O'pr thousands of tho dead. Bowlei 



ODE TO TRUTH. 

Say, will no white-rohed Son of Light, 
Swift darting from his heavenly height. 

Here doign to lake his hollowed ataod ; 
Her$ wave hia amber locks ; unfold 
His pinions clothed with downy gold ; 

Here smiling stretch his tntelary waud ? 
And yon, ye host of Saints, for je Imve known 

Each dreary path in Life's perplexing maza, 
Tliough now yo circle yoii eternal throne. 

With harpings high of inexpresaive praiee, 
Will not your train descend ia radiant state, 
To break with Mercy's beam tliia gathering cloud d 9 

'Tis silence all. No Son of Light 
Darts swiftly from his heavenly height : 

No tram of radiant Saints descend. ~ 

" Mortals, in vain ye hope to find. 
If guilt, if fraud, has stained your mind. 

Or Saint to hear, or Angel to defend." 
So Truth proclaims. I heai' the sacred sound 

Bnrst from the centre of her burning throne : 
Where aye she aits with atar-wrcathed lustre fsro 

A bright Suu clasps her adamantine zone. 
So Troth proclaims: her awfid voice 1 bear: 
With many a solemn pause it slouly meets my et 
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Break through the veil of your mortality ? 

8ay, does not Reason in this form descry 

Unnumbered, nameless glories, that-surpass 

The Angel*s floating pomp, the Seraph's glowing grace ? 

Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 

With me ? Shall she, whose brightest eye 

But emulates the di'mond*s blaze. 

Whose cheek but mocks the peach's bloom, 

Whose breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
Whose melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays- 
Shall she be deemed my rival ? Shall a form 

Of elemental dross, of mouldering clay, 
Vie with these charms imperial ? The poor worm 

.Shall prove her contest vain. Life's little day 
Shall pass, and she is gone ; while I appear 
Flushed with the bloom of youth through Heaven's 
eternal year. 

** Know, mortals, know, ere first ye sprung, 
Ere first these orbs in ether hung, 

I shone amid the heavenly throng; 
These eyes beheld Creation's day, 
This voice began the choral lay. 

And taught archangels their triumphant song. 
Pleased I surveyed bright Nature's gradual birth. 

Saw infant light with kindlinglustre spread. 
Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flowering earth. 

And Ocean heave on its extended bed. 
Saw the tail pine aspiring pierce the sky. 
The tawny lion stalk, the rapid eagle fly. 

*' Last, Man arose, erect in youthful grace, 
Heaven*8 hallowed image stamped upon his face ; 
And, as he rose, the high behest was given 
That I alone, of all the host of Heaven, 
Should reign Protectress of the godlike youth : 
Thus the Almighty spake : he spake and called me Truth." 

Masok. 



MARY GRAVS SONG. 



a by niyael' ower the sweet braes o' Ymtow, 

When the earth wi' tlie gowaiiB o' July was dreet; 

Diit the sang o' the bonny bum sounded like goitow, 

Itound ilka house cold as a last s: 



I luoked tlU'Ougb the lift o' the blue Biniling: moruiitg. 
Hut utver ae wee cloiul o' mist could I see 

On i(a ^ay up to licaven, the cotlaffe adorning, 

Hanpiig white ower tlie green o' its slieltering tree. 

liy the outsidii I kenned that the inn was forsaken, 
Tliat nae trend o* footsto]>s was heaM on the floor j 

— O lond crowed tha cock wharc was none to awaken. 
And the wild-raven croaked on the seat hy the door ! 

Wic dlence— sic lonesoraenesa, ob, were bewildering ! 

I heard nae lass singing when herding hor siieep ! 
I met nae briglit garlands o" wee rosy children 

Dancing en to 'be sohool-boufie just wakened true sleep. 

I pnssed by the schooi-house — when atrangenj were conun^ 
WhoBc windows with glad faces seemed all alive ; 

Ae moment I hni'kencd, but heard nae sweet Iiumiiiinn 
For a night o' dark \-apour can silence the liive. 

I J assed l>y the pool where tbe lassoa at daw'ing 
Used to bleach their white garments wi' daffin and din; 

Hut the foam in tlie silence o' Nature wiu fii'ing, 
And mie laughing rose loud throngli llie roar of the linn. 

I goed into a small town — when sick o' my roaming — 
Wliari) ance phi}'ed the viol, the tabor, and flute ; 

'Twos the hour loved bj Labour, the saft smiling gloaming, 
Yet the green round the Cross-staue was emp^ and 

To the yellaw-ftowerod meadow, and scant rings o' tillage, 

Tlie slieep a' neglected had come fiBS tbe glen ; 
The cusLal-dow coo'd in tho midst, o' t.lw illliuse, 
^^ad Uie swallow had flown W itae i-neWia^ >J to«ii.\ _ 






— Sweet Penlmlm ! not thus, when I lived in tiiy Tioso 
Tliy heart lay so still the likst niglit □' tbe wtek ; 

TLeu nane was sac weary that love would nac loiise hi 
And Grief gaed to danca with a laugh on hia cheek. 

Sic thongUla wet my een — as the iDoonaliins was beaming 
On the kirk-lower that rose up sae silt^nt aiid wliit« ; 

Tlie won (rhostly light on the dial was Btreaming, 
But the Btill finger. tauld not the hour of tlie night. 

Tlie mirk time passed slowly in sichiug and wec'piug', 
I walcened, and Nature lay silent in iniith ; 

Ower a' holy Scotland tlie Sabbath was sleeping. 
And Ueavcn in beauty came down ou the earth. 

Tlie morning smiled on — but nac kirk-bell was riu^ng, 
Nbc plaid or blue bonnet ranie down frae the hill; 

The kirk-doov was shut, but nae psalm lune was singing, 
And I inisBed the wee voices sne sweet and sae slinll. 

, I looked ower the quiet o' Death'a empty dwelling, 

The lav'rock walked mute 'mid the sorrowful scene, 
And fifty brown hillocks wi' fresli mould were swelling 
Ower the kiTk-yai*d o' Denholm, last simuier sae gveent 

The infant had died at the breast o' its mithorj 
The cradle stood still at the mitherlesa bed ; 

At play the haim sunk in the hand u' its brilher ; 
At the fauld on the mountain the shepherd lay dead. 

OJi ! in Spring-time 'tis eerie, when "Winter is ovor. 
And birds should be glinting over forest and lea, 

"When the lint-white and mavis the yellow loaves cover. 
And nae blackbird sings loud frae the tap o' his tree ; 

]3ut eencr far, when the Spi'hig-land rejoices. 
And langha back to heaven with gratitnde bright. 

To hearken ! and naewliere hear sweet huroitn voices ; 
When man's soul ia dark in ttie season o' IJgiit. 
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Ir atight of oaten stop, or pastoral song. 

May £ope, chaste Eve, to sooth thy modest ear 

Like thy own solemn springs. 

Thy springs, and dying gales, 

O Nymph reserved, while now the bright-haired si 
Sits on yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'ferhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is hushed, save where the weak-eyed baf^ 
With short shriU shrieks flits by on leathern wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen horn. 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path, ^ 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : 
Now teach me, maid composed. 
To breathe some softened strain. 

Whose numbers, steaUDg through thy dark'ning Yi 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit, 

As musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial loved return ! 

For when thy folding star arising shows 

His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 
Who slept in flowers the day, 3 

And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with 
And sheds the freshening dew, and lovelier still. 

The pensive Pleasures sweet. 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then lead, calm Vot'ress, where some sheety lake 
Cheers the lone heath, or some time-hallowed pile 

Or upland fallows gray 

Bedect its last cool gVea.m. 
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But Avlien chill blust'ring winds, or driving rain. 
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut 

That from the mountain's side 

Views wilds, and swelling floods, 

And hamlets brown, and dim discovered spires. 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veiL 

Willie Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont. 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While Summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light ; 

While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves ; 
Or Winter, bellowing through the troublous air, 

Afirights thy shrinking train, 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

So long, sure found beneath thy sylvan shed, 

8hall Fancy, Friendship, Science, rose-lipped Heath, 

Thy gentlest influence own. 

And hymn thy fav'rite name! Collins. 



SONNET TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

Sweet bird, that sing'st away the early hom-s » 
• Of Winters past or -coming, void of care, 
Well pleased with delights which present are — 

Fair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling flowers ; 

1*0 rocks, to springs, to riUs, from leafy bowers. 
Thou thy Creator's goodness doth declare, , 
And what deai* gifts on thee he did not spare, 

A stain to human sense in sin that lowers : 
What soul can be so sick, which by thy songs 

(Attuned in sweetness) sweetly is not driven, 

Quite to forget earth's troubles, cares, and wrongs. 

And lift a reverend eye and thought to heaven ! 
Sweet artless songster, thou my mind dosi t^vba. 
To aira of spheres, yes, and U) axi^c^ \k^. 



THE BELLS OF OSTEND. 

No, I never, till life oud its sliadows slmll end. 
Con forgot the sweet BOiind of tlie bollH of Ostend ! 
The iay set iu darkness, the wind it blew load. 
And mng as it passed tlirougli each murnmiingsiirODiL 
' 'JIj forehead was wet with the foam of the spray, 
Vl^ liesrt sighed in EOCTet for those for awajr; 
[When slowly the morning advaui^ed from the east, 
P^e toil and the noise of the tempest liad ceased : 
r 7he |K>al, from a. land I ne'er saw, seemed to sa;, 
" Itel the semjiger forget every sorrow to-dnjl" 

I Vet tlie short-lived emotion was mingled witli pain — 
' I thonght of those eyes I sliould ne'er see again; 
I thought of the kiss, the ladt kiss which I gave, 
And a tear of rcgrot felt iinaeeii on the wave. 
I thouglit of the sclieinea fon>t affection had planned. 
Of the trees, of the towers, of my own native land. 
Hut still the sweet sounds, as they swelled to the ah'. 
Seemed tidtugs of pleasure, Hiougli moilmful, to lien-, 
And T never, till life and its shadowa sliall end. 
Can forget the sweet sound of the bolls of Ostend ! 



^^M TUE MAGIC LASIP. 

^^^ " 0» the cavern's chilHofr stone 
Faiut with terror, lost, aloiie ; 
Young Aladdin, dost tliou lie. 
Waiting for tlltne hour to die I'' 
^^_ Rushing in liis spell-houud sleep 

^^^^ Tens of thousand fathoms deep, 

^^^V What is o'er Ids shrinking liesdl 

^^H Ocean thnndering on itd hed. 

^^H^ What beneath that rocky floor? 

^^HT Gulplia of ever-burning ore! 

^^H Tliere come a voice, it was stnmgc and sweet 
^^^K As tlie sounds that on eveoia^ vaisTS lae^t, 
^^B Wlieu the winds on l\ic pnTp\:\iiein'i«ttM«'a «», 
^B^d lie suD fe'iveB lua f arevi cU \oo\<. w. vVa *M . 



THE MA6IC LAMP. 2C9 

Is it a dream ? He feels his hand 
Touched by the point of a feathery wand. 
And his dying glance is raised from the stone- 
Along the roof a radiance shone, 
A gentle glory like the line 
Of the rising crescent argentine. 
And hovering in its central white. 
On azure wings, a shape of light. 
The eye that looked its ringlets through. 
Was bright as the stars of the Himmalu, 
Or the violet flash of the Northern sky; 
And on its ringlets clustering high 
A coronet shed a steady glow. 
Like a ring of flame imprisoned in snow. 
It spoke, and its wings* descending wave 
With a breath of odours filled the cave. 

*^ Lord of the talisman of might, 

That binds to man the sons of light. 
We heard thee in our airy hall. 
Above the dog-staPs burning ball ; 
And now at our master's sunmioning. 
Behold, the Genii of the Bing." 

Aladdin knelt, the Moslem's breast 
Was bowed, in homage, to the east. 
A blaze of lightning o*er him shot. 
And where it struck, a burning spot 
Still shone upon the granite wall. 
It wavered and spread like a fiery pall. 
Sanguine and more sanguine growing. 
Till the whole sheet of rock was glowing 
In gushes and serpent coils of flame 
That seared his eyes and scorched his frame ! 
Woe, woe, to the lord of the talisman. . 
Terror and anguish through him ran ; 
'' There must he fisJl." He strove to fling 
From his dying hand the Mystic Biko. 

The sulphurous flame before him rolled. 
But 'twas now like the verdure soft and cold 
That Spring embroiders for 'P«t»aaGLN«\fi^ 
Wiien the moonlight a^vrs^ea \\ie m^'Cvsi^^if^ 



Tlicn r09o and fell on liU ea.r a sound, M 

Like music euhoin^ under ^ound ; I 

Binging and svieet, yet unsubdn^. 
Like t£a distant song of multitude ; 
Or the wind's melody, when the buh 
Has his first garland of erimaon thrown 
On the dusky Eastern sea; 
Or ttie forest's evening bormony. 
When every leaf has fotmd a tongue ; 
A swelling, strange, incoiislaut song. 
And, crowding, through the lunar light. 
Came glitteriog shapes, tlten passed &tira sight : 
"Winged spirits, floating in beauly raiuid. 
To the risings and fallings of tliat sweet sound. 
And on the ringlets of each fair brow 
The circlet of flame imprisoned in bdo'W ; 
Till the chant was done, and the train were gone. 
Dissolving like airs and dews thmugh the stone- 
Now rose on Ids sight a, Pagoda old, 
Flouriabed with Bcolptitres wUd and bold j 
And around it piles uf ancient stone 
Like the tombs of mooarchs dead and gone. 
Covered with carpets of giant weeds 
And mighty trunks, where tlie adder breeds. 
He burst. the gate. But his eagte gaze I 

Slirank in the lightning's arrowy rays, I 

That shot from the trees of the palace bower, 
Thick OS the drops of a summer abower. 
Tlie fmils o'er his head and the flowers at his feet 
Were living topaz and crysolite. 
The smallest sbmb tliat shook in the wind 
Was worth all the pearls of the princes of Ind. 
But he saw not, he tonched not, but struggled on. 
Where his charmed life must be lost or won ; 
Where biased in the gai'den's depth the I^itip, 
Like the central fire of an eastern camp. 
When the turhaned llajah and swarthy Khan 
Prepare for the fight in the midnight divan. 
The piercing bhiie of that lofty light 
JKarked the place oCmjsterj ttn&wa^tvt, 
"^hence the apirita ot rnan^ aw e'rftS\aK^ 
lot the shafts of pestilenco imi -«— - 
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And Famine's cold brentli was blown on the Boil, 
And Death led the Tartar and Cnrd to the spoil. 
Tlie blaze of the tatisman was sent 
Thi'ongh tho wavering folds of a, boundless tent. 
That like clouda of amber and orange ahooe 
Bound the garden's bright, unsetting Bun : 
For there it hod ihkmed from earth's primal hour, 
Tlie sun and the hoiiI of king Lucifei's bower. 

He climbed the hilL A roar of flame 
Showed wh(>re the lava round liiui came; 
A thoaaand arrows were on the wing. 
Ho could hear the twanging of the string; 
A tboasand scimitars cleft the air. 
Yet they touched not one lock of his waving lioir. 
The eurtaiin arose. The Ia.mp'B fierae light 
Sliot gusliee of flame on his withering sight : 
But he pressed the ring, and he saw their fire 
Shrink, like a wounded dragou's spire. 
And iiendiflh curse and loud lament 
Swelled from the depths of the genie ten*, 
Alingled with slirieks and battle cries, 
"Women's and warriors' ngonies. 
But still he rushed on, though from head to heel 
lie felt his startled senses reel. 
He touched the Lamp; down sank the flame-^ 
Thunder, and tempest, and midiught came. 

His senses were gone. — ^When he gazed again. 
He was standing beude a fearful den; 
But o'er his head was the dewy light 
Tliat heralds the stars of the Persian night ; 
And plajed on his cheek the dewy air, 
And the dew was cool on his raven hair ; 
And, where the moon, on the mountains lay. 
He saw rampart and minaret tall and gray. 
'Tis his Persian hound that beside him lies, 
'Tis his Turcoman steed that beside him neiglis, 
'Tis Gagoao that sleeps in tbe silver showers 
By the moonlight shed on those stately towers. 
But a chant is heard of ^oices»ifltonnn — 
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TliG Lump, damiuion'a tnwter-sign. 

The Hin!; of tlie geiiie lords, Are tliiiie ; 

Yet tlic warrior-soul the prize tlmt won. 

Is brighter than Idtnp, aud Biug, and tlirone." 



THE LITTIX 3WEEP. 
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TiiEv Bins "f tlie poor sailor boy, who w-ondera o'er t^ 

But few ore Ihcy who thiuk upon the friendless i-ittce 

In darkness to his dreary toil, through Winter's frost nod 

When the keen north is piping slirill, the shivering urchin 
goes. 

He hns no father, and from grief Iiis mother's eyes ore 

And none beeides, in alt the world, awakes to pray for 

For him no Summer Sundays smile, no liealth is in the 

breeze ; 
His mind dark as his fote, his frame a prey to dire distNtse. 

Oh, English Gentlemrai [ your hearts have bled for tha 

block slave. 
You heard his melancholy moan from the Atlantic wave; 
lie thought upon bis father's laud, and cried "a Losa 



Dut blessed you, gazbg at the sun, when Erst liia fetten 
feU. 

And if ye plead for creatures dumb, and deem their falo 

Bltall Aunun wrongs, in ^ur oaa land, call forth no generous 

Humanity implores I Awake from apatliy'a cold sleep t 
And, wJien you plead for ofl«i?B -wim^i, ^'"t^'^ laA. *3aa 

^ SWEEP. 
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When Sinnmer comes the bells shall ring, and flowers and 

hawthorns blow. 
The village lasses and the lads shall all "a maying'* go : 
Kind-hearted lady, may thy soul in heaven a blessing reap, 
"Whose bounty at that season flows, to cheer the little 

sweep! 

'Tis yours-, ye English Gentlemen^^- such comforts to pro- 
long; 

'Tis yours the friendless to protect, and all who suffer 
wrong. 

But orte day in the toiling year ihe friendless sweep is gay : 

Protect — and smiling industry shall make his- long year 
May. Bowles, 



ODE TO FANCY. 

O PARENT of each lovely muse, 
Thy spirit o'er my soul difiiise. 
O'er all my artless songs preside. 
My footsteps to thy temple guide, 
To ofi^er at thy turf-built shrine. 
In golden cups nl) costly wine. 
No murdered fatling of the flock. 
But flowera and honey from the rock. 
O Nymph with loosely flowing hair. 
With buskined leg, and bosom bare. 
Thy waist with myrtle-girdle bound. 
Thy brows with Indian feathers crowned. 
Waving in thy snowy hand • 
An all-commanding magic wand ; 
Of power to bid fresh gardens grow 
'Mid cheerless Lapland's barren snow 
Whose rapid wings thy flight convoy 
Through air, and over earth and sea. 
While the various landscape lies 
Conspicuous to thy piercing eyes; 
O lover of the desert, hail ! 
Say in what deep and patUless vaVe, 
Or on what hoary mountaitOs s\^e, 
'Midst faXla of water you re&ide) 
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•Jlidst bi'okcn rouka, a rugped eccnp, 
"With green and grassy dales between, 
'Midet foi'est dark of aged oak, 
Ne'er Mhoisg with the weodmaii's stn>ke. 
"Where uerer humfm art appearctl, 
Nor e'en ono straw-roofod cot was reared, 
"Where Nature seems to sit akne, 
M&jealic on a crHgg; throne ; 
TeU mc the path, sweet wanderer tell. 
To thy unknown, flequeslered cell, 
"Where woodbines cluster round the door, 
"Wliere shells and moss o'erlay the floor. 
And an whose top a liawtliora blows. 
Amid whose thicfcly-woven bougfis 
Some nightingale still builds Jier nest, 
Kach evening warbling tUca to rest : 
Then lay me by the baunted itream, 
Kapt in some wild, poetic dream, 
In converse while methiukg I rove 
"With Spenser tlu-ougb a I'airy grove i 
Till suddenly awaked I licar 
Strange whispered music in my eai-. 
And uiy glad Boul in bliss is drowned, 
, By the sweetly-soothing sound! 

Mo, Goddess, by the right haud lead, 
Sometimee through the yellow mead, 
"Where Joy and white-robed Peace resort. 
And Venus keeps her festive court, 
"Where Mirth and Youth each evening okee^ 
And lightly trip with nimble Teet, 
Nodding their lily-crowned heads, 
"Where laughter rose-lipped Hebe leads, 
"Where Echo walks steep hills among. 
Listening to the shepherd's song. 

Yet not these flowery fields of joy 
Con long my pensive mind employ: 
Haste, Fancy, from these scenes of foUy 
To mi^et the matron Melancholy, 
Goddess of the tearful eye, 
That loves to fold her anus and ugh I 
Let us with silent footsteiis go 
To chamels and the lioiise of wo, 
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To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs, 
"Where each sad night some virgin comeSj 
With throbbing breast, and faded cheek. 
Her prouHsed bridegroom*s urn to seek; . 
Or to some abbey's mouldering towers. 
Where, to avoid cold Winter's showers, 
The naked beggar shivering lies. 
While wliistling tempests round her rise. 
And trembles lest the tottering wall 
Should on her sleeping infants falL 
Now let us louder strike the lyre. 
For my heart glows with martial fii^e; 
I feel, I fee], with sudden heat. 
My big tumultuous bosom beat ! 
The trumpet's clangors pierce mine ear, 
A thousand widows' shrieks I hear; 
**Give me another horse I" I cry, 
Lo ! the base Gallic squadrons fly; 
Whence is this rage ?-t- What spirit^ say. 
To battle hurries me away ? 
'Tis flancy in her fiery car, 
Transports me to the thickest war. 
There whirls me o'er the hills of slain. 
Where Tumult and Destruction reign; 
Where, mad with pain, the wound^ ei^ed 
Tramples the dying and the dead : 
Where giant Terror stalks {(round. 
With sidlen joy surveys the ground. 
And, pointing to the ensanguined field. 
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon shield ! 

Oh ! guide me from this hornd scene 
To high-arched walks and alleys^ green, 
Which lovely Laura seeks, to sh^^ 
The fervour of the mid-day sun ; , 
The pangs of absence, oh ! remove, . 
For Uion canst place me near my love. 
Canst fold in visionary bliss, ^'' 

And let me think I steal a kiss. •( 

When young-eyed Spring profusely throws 
From her green lap the pink and rose; 
When the soft turtle of the dale 
To Summer tells her tender tale, 

T 2 
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Wlien Autnmn cooling caverns seeks. 
And stains with wine his jolly cheeks. 
When Winter, like poor pilgrim old, 
8hakes his silver beard with cold, * 
At every season let my ear 
Thy solemn whispers, Fancy, hear. 

O w^aim, enthusiastic Maid, 
Without tiiy powerful, vital aid. 
That breathes an energy divine. 
That gives a soul to every line ; 
Ne'er may I strive witli lips profkne 
To ntter an unhallowed strain, 
Nor dare to touch the sacred string, 
Save when with smiles thou bidst me sing. 

Oh, hear our prayer ! Oh, hither come 
From thy lamented Shakspeare's tomb'! 
On which thou lov'st to sit at eve. 
Musing o*er thy darling grave ; 
O Queen of numbers ! once again 
Animate some chosen swain. 
Who, filled with unexhausted fire. 
May boldly strike the sounding lyre. 
May rise above the rhyming throng, 
And with some new unequsJled song 
O'er all our listening passions reign, 
0'ei*whelm our souls with joy and pain. 
With terror shake, with pity move. 
Rouse with revenge, or melt with love. 
Oh 1 deign t' attend his evening walk. 
With him in groves and grottoes talk : 
Teach him to scorn with frigid art 
Feebly to touch the unraptured heart ; 
Like lightning let his mighty verse 
The bosom's inmost foldings pierce ; 
With native beauties win applause. 
Beyond cold critics' studied laws : 
Oh, let each l^Iusc's fame increase ! 
Oh, bid Bntannia rival Greece ! 

War T ox. 
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MIDNIGHT. 

WRITTEN ON THE SEA-SHORE, NEAR A LIGHTHOUSE. 

It is the witching hour. The Night 
Sits on her cold, meridian height, 
And the starry tro<^ are seen 
Camping round their ancient queen, 
Till upon the eastern zone 
Ascends a rival to her throne. 
And the pearly, lunar horn 
Shines, but a more silent mom. 

Now the hamlet sounds are o'er 
Peasant laugh and closing door, 
And the lazy-ebbing tide 
Glistening leaves the sea-beach wide. 
Yet ever and anon the ear 
Listens, with no unpleased fear. 
To the dreamy echoes deep 
Sighed from the earth's mysterious sleep, 
The heavings of the elm and oak. 
As if a spirit in them spoke ; 
Drowsy sheep-beUs, and ^he chime 
Where the distant torrents climb ; 
Or the hum of wagoner. 
Singing, his slow team to cheer ; 
Mingled with the watch-dog's bark. 
Warning rovers of the dark ; 
Or the bell of midnight tolled 
Dreary o'er the churchyard mould. 

But above my casement, wound 
With every flower that 's sweetest found 
On heathy hill or blossomed mead. 
By the virgin's May inom tread ; 
I see one sleepless, earthly star 
Shoot its wild splendours free and far. 
Defying night, and cloud, and shower, 
The meteor of yon sea-shore tower. 

Now, from ocean comes the gale. 
Mixed with what might seem a wail*. 
Where some gallant company 
Look tbeir last upon tlie sky. 
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Folding ill its fleecy cload 
Tlie tun'Bt, like an idol proud 
Glaring in Uia Indian eave 
Over prostrate prince and slave. 
Now, afar tlio mist is blown, 
And the ruddy blaze is thrown 
Where along the Blrunbering^ tide 
The oDchored ahipa like dolphins ride ; 
Touching into Woofa of light 
Sail and sliroud, and pennant slight; 
Han^ng on the village spire 
Tirauea sweet of azure fire," 
And with Ibiry-coloured gleam 
Gliding the sweet- tinkling stream, 
That beneath the liawtJiom-brake 
Glitters like a summer snake, 
To where my lowly cottnga roof 
Hides, from the worldly din aloof. 
Nestling in the fi'agi-nnt twine 
Of bushy rose and jessaioiiie. 

Now around me, and beneath. 
All is slumber, stiUos duath; 
In my hand some pale, proud page 
Of mankind's high heroic age, 
By divinest Yirgil sung. 
On his Muiituan lilies flung ; 
Or the lovelorn poet, — ho 
"Who pined by the Propontia' sea ; 
Or the strain that Sappho wept, 
Ere she to her death-bed swept. 
I.h' that Pindar's eagle wing 
Dashed, ininiorlal froin the string. 

Then in fancy's wayward fit, 
I tnm to Chaucer's mystic wit; 
And in his old, enchanted gloss. 
See pilgrim, nun, and warrior pass; 
Bosy smiles beneath the hood, 
Rtccl-clad bosoms love-suhdued, 
Toneiired crowns, wi*.\\ 
AU the old-world pafteanl 
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Or the blackened tome uDlinsp, 
Shrined in brazen fold and clasp. 
Where in the more tlian miduiglit v^il 
Telia old Alchemy her tale, 
Secreta of a darker Bphare, 
Making the flesh shrink to he^r ! 
How the mighty sigil tamed 
The Spirit, while he ravi^d and Some 1 ; 
Roand the guarded circle wan 
Kushiag- BtiU with wilder ban. 
Shaking from his dragon wings 
FOLSODS, and alt monatrouB tlung; ; 
Till within the crucible 
Star-bright rose the master-spell. 
And symphonies of earth and air 
Told the " Gem of gema " was there '. 

Or, with curious vision mazed, 
I trace the monkish scroll emblaael 
With gorgeous hues, and emblems high, 
Legends of church and chivalry ; 
Kneeling saints, and prelates old, 
Monarcha, silk aud ermine stoled. 
Cup and crosier, helm and torge. 
Clustered on the dazzling marge I 
While that dazzling marge within 
Slumber blindness, pride and sin. 

Thos bewitched the moments sweep, 
Till the honey-pinioned sleep. 
With hia pleasant murmuring, 
Bcems in my drowzed ear to ring; 
And round my old romantic nook 
I cast a Buper^tilious look, 
Aa the woodbine's breezy train 
Waves across my rustic pane. 
And, to fancy's clouded gaze. 
Bluer winks the taper's blaze: 
Norse-taught things, that stamp the br:.in 
Though BoUen reason call them vainl 
Then, shook off my glioaUj fear, 
I watch. the iMTwm'a •P wT"^^ g^hwta'^ 
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Or, with awed, tLought-wandering* eye. 
Craze on the blue Infinity ; 
Where, before he treads the tomb, 
Man beholds the world to come. 

. Thus charmed dizziness, nncliid. 
Alights upon my drooping lid; 
And, with due accustomed prayer. 
Is closed the daily count of care; 
And the heart is lapped in dreams. 
Fanned by fi-esh, flower-breathing steams 
Through the open casement sent ; 
Till Aurora's Eastern tent 
I]lames with chequered rose and gold. 
And the radiant clouds are rolled 
Before the solar chariot-yoke, 
Like a Persian army broke : 
And before his fiery car 
Fades and flies the twilight star. Croly. 



MORNING HYMN. 



These are thy glorious works. Parent of good; 

Almighty ! thine this universal frame. 

Thus wondrous fair ! thyself how wondrons then ! 

Unspeakable! who sittest above these heavens. 

To us invisible, or dimly seen 

In th^e thy lowliest works : yet these declare 

Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divina. 

Speak ye, who best can tell, ye sons of light. 

Angels ; for ye behold him, and with songs 

And choral symphonies, day "without night, 

Ciix'le his throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven. 

On earth join all ye creatures to extol 

Him first, him last, him midst, and without end. 

Fairest of stars, last in the train of night. 

If better thou belong not to the dawn. 

Sure pledge of day, that crownest the smiling morn 

Witli thy bright circlet, praise him in thy sphere. 

While day arises, iUaV. a\\ee\.\\w« oi ^^vafc. 



Thou Sun, of this ^eat world both eye anil soitl, 

Atknowleilgi! him thy grtiitcr ; sound his praise 

III thy etpmal course, buth when thou climbest. 

And when liigh noou boa gained, and when thou folles!. 

Moon, tliat now ineeteat the orient San, now fliest 

With the fijied stars, fixed in their orb that fliea; 

And ye five other wandering fires, that move 

In mystic danco, not without song, resoniid 

His praise, who ont of darkness ciJled up ii^iht. 

Air, and ye elements, tlie eldest birth 

Of Nature's womb, tlint in quaternion mn 

Ferpetnal circle, multiform, nnd mix. 

And nourish ali things ; let yoor ccaseloss clian^ 

"Vary to onr grent Maker still now pmise. 

Ye mists and exlutlationa, that now rise 

From hill or steaming lake, dusky oi' gi'ay. 

Till the Sun paint your fleecy skirts witli gold. 

In honour to the world's great Author risa, 

"Whether to deck n-ilh clouds tho uucoloiu'ed sky, 

Or wet the thirsty earth with fiUliug showers, 

Itisiug, or fulling, still advance his ]jraise. 

His praise, ye winds, tliat from four qnarters blow. 

Breathe soft or lond ; and wave your tops, ve pineB, 

"With every jilant, in sign of woreliip wavo. 

Pounlains, and ye that warble, as ye flow, 

l^Ielodious niamnirs, warbling tune his praise. 

Join voices all ye living souls; ye birds, 

Tliat singing up to heaven-gate ascend. 

Dear on your wings, and iu your notes, iiis praise. 

Ye tiiat in waters glide, and ye tlint walk 

Tlie eartli, and stately tread, or lowly creep; 

Witnoss if I Ijo silent, mora or even. 

To bill or valley, fountain or fresh shade. 

Made vocal by my song, and taught his jtraise. 

Hail, nnivei'sal Lord I be Iwunteous still 

To give ns only goad : and if the niglit 

Have gatliered nnght of evil, or (Ninrenled, 

"■ "■ ow ligltt dispels thudark. Mi t tow 
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TO Sry FRIEND. 

TtiEnE 19 a nadnesa in my soul. 

But wliCTice, and wtiy, I cannot tell ; 
An though a Spirit's dark control 

Uad ^nnd it with a. deadening spell. 
The Sun wears not that glorious brow- 
Poetic morns were wont lo bring ; 
And many n wind that moumetk now, 

A song cf rapture used to sing. 
There was a time wliea dream-fonned lauds 

Grew briglit ujion my inward gaze. 
And glittering Bcoa with golden sands 

Appeared iu paradisal raya. 
But nil thut Summer glow of thonght 

IlatU saddened into wintry gloom ; 
And all that Fancy Eliaped and. sought 

Is huried in oblivion's tomb: 
Of graves and lonely haunts I think, 

"Wliere yew-treea wiyb, and night winds veils 
And often o'er my soul there sink 

The voices that have said. Farewell ! 
The bloom of life, the bright deceit, 

Tlie heavonlinees of youth is o'er. 
And joys that blossom^ once so swef't. 

Array them in their spring no more, — 
Yet, dream not that I nurse a grief 

That discontented momenta briug; 
Or sullen gloom, whose sole relief 

Comes flowing from a bitter spring. 
For human hearts, where'er they bi-eathe, 

Have still thar human charm for me ; 
[ would not bind a setfiah wreath, 

"Without one bud of sympathy I 
Then let me not a monmfulness 

From olouds of bidden sorrow steal; 
Nor wring from thee a vain distress, 

A boEom soft as thine would feel. 

KOBEDT MoUTGOMBRy. 



T 



THE EVENING "WALK. 

A TRVCE to thouglit ! and let uB o'er tlie£elds, 

Across the down, or tLroiigh the Bhelving wood, 

"Wind our iiucertain viay. liet Fancy lead. 

And bo it outb to fuUow, and admire. 

As well we may, the grwos infinita 

C)f Nature, ijay aside the sweet resoarca 

That winter noeda, and may at will obtain. 

Of authors chaste and good, and let ns read 

The living page, whose every character 

Delights, and gives us wisdom. Not a tree, 

A plant, a loaf, a bloEsain, bnt conlains 

A folio volume. "We may read, and read. 

And read again, and still lind sometliing new. 

Something to please, and something to instrucl, 

E'en in the noisome weed. See, ere we pass 

Alconor'a threshold, to the curious eye 

A little monitor presents her page 

Of choice instruction with her snowy bells, 

The Lily of the Vale. 8he nor niFecU 

The public walk, nor gaze of mid-day sun : 

She to no state or dignity aspires, 

But ailent and alone puts on lier suit 

And sheds her lasting perfume, hut for which 

We had not known there was a thing so sweet 

Hid in the gloomy shade. So when the bloat 

Her sister tribes confounds, and to the earth 

Stoops their high heads, that vainly were exposed. 

She feels it not, but flourishes anew. 

Still slieltcred andaecora. And so the storm, 

That makes the high elm couch, and renda the oak. 

The humble lily spares. A thousand blows. 

That shake the lofty monarch on his throne. 

We lesser folks feel not. Keen are tiie paina 

Advancement often brings. To be secure. 

Be humble ; to be happy, be content. 



Ip 



• But come, we loiter. Pass unnoticed by 
sleepy Oocua, and tlie ataring DEUsf, 
courtier of the sun. What aee we there ? 
lovesick Cowslip, that her head inclines. 
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To hide a bleeding heart. And heroes the meek 
And soft-eyed Primrose. Dandelion this. 
Like fashion's slave, flashing for a day 
All gold : but anon he doffs his gaudy suit. 

Tlien mark 
Tlie melancholy Hyacinth, that weeps 
All night, and never lifts an eye all day. 

How gay this meadow — ^like a gamesome boy 
New clothed, his locks fresh combed and powdered, be 
All health and spirits. Scarce so many stars 
Shine in tlie azure canopy of Heaven, 
As Kingcups here are scattered interspersed I 

With sUver Daisies. 

See, the toiling swain 
With many a sturdy stroke cuts up at last' 
The tough and sinewy Furze. How hard he fought 
I'o win tlie glory of the barren waste I 
For what more noble than the vernal furze 
With golden baskets hung ? Approach it not. 
For ev'ry blossom has a troop of swords 
Drawn to defend it. 'Tis the treasury 
Of Fays and Fairies. Here they nightly meet, 
Fach with a burnished kingcup in liis haud. 
And quaff the subtile ether. Here they danc?. 
Or to the village chimes, or moody song 
Of midnight Philomel. The ringlet see 
Fantastically trod. There Oberon 
His gallant train leads out, the while his torch 
The glow-worm lights, and dusky night illumes ; 
And there they foot it featly round, and laugh. 
Tlio sacred spot the superstitious ewe 
liegards, and bites it not, in reverence. 
A noil the drowsy clock tolls One — the cock 
His clarion sounds — the dance breaks off* — the lights 
Are quencheil — the music hushed — they speed away 
Swifter than thought, and still the break of day 
Outrun, and chasing Midnight as she flies, 
■ Pursue her round the globe. So Fancy weaves 
Her flimsy web, while sober Reason sits, 
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And smiling wonders at the puny work, 
A net for lier ; then springs on eagle wing. 
Constraint defies, and soars above the sun. 

But mark with how peculiar gi-aee yon wood, 
That clothes the weary steep, waves in the breeze 
Her sea of leaves ; thither we turn our steps. 
And by the way attend the cheerful sound 
Of woodland harmony, that always fills 
The merry vale between. How sweet the song 
Hay's harbinger attunes ! I have not heard 
Such elegant divisions drawn from art. 
And what is he that wins our admiration ? 
A little speck that floats upon the sunbeam. 
"What vast perfection cannot Nature crowd 
Into a puny point! The nightingale. 
Her solo anthem sung, and all tliat heard 
Content, joins in the chorus of the day: 
She, gentle heart, thinks it no pain to please. 
Nor, like the moody songstei's of the world. 
Just shows her talent, pleases, takes affront, 
And locks it up in envy. 

I love to see the little goldfinch pluck 
The groundsel's feathered seed, and twit, and twit ; 
And then, in bower of apple blossoms perched. 
Trim his gay suit, and pay us with a song. 
I would not hold him pris'ner for the world. 

The chimney -haunting swallow, too, my eye 
And ear well pleases. I delight to see 
How suddenly he skims the glassy pool. 
How quaintly dips, and with a bullet's speed 
Whisks by. I love to be awake, and hear 
His morning song twittered to young-eyed Day. 

But most of all it wins my admiration. 
To view the structure of this little work, 
A bird's nest Mark it well, within, without. 
No tool had he that wrought, no knife to cut, 
No nail to fix, no bodkin to insert. 
No glue to join ; his little beak was all. 



And yet how oeatly finished 1 What nice hand, 
Wilh every Lmplemeiit and meaua of art. 
And twenty years' ^iprenticBBhip to boot. 
Could mahe uie Bouh auotherf Fondly theu 
We boast of e^tcelleoce, whose noblest skill 
luatiuotivc guuiuB foils. 

She too 01 

Who calls on rules the sightly hexo^n 

With truth to form ; a cunning architect. 

That at the roof begins her golden work. 

And bidlds without fouodation. How ^e toils, 

And still from bud to hud, frou flower to flower. 



By honest means like these, look here and leora 

How good, liow fair, how honourable 'tig. 

To live by industry. Tlie busy tribes 

Of bees so emulous are daily fed 

Witli Heaven's peculiar mauun. 'Tis for them. 

Unwearied alchymista, the blooming world 

Nectareoua gold distils. Aod bounteous HeaTen, 

Still to the diligent and active gmd. 

Their very bbour makes the cerloin cause 

Of future wealth. 

But see, the setting Sun 
Puts on a milder counleoauce, and skirCs 
The undulated clouda, that cro^ his way 
With glory visible, llis axle cools, 
And his broad disk, thoagh fervent, not intense, 'j 
Foretells the near approach of matron Night. 
Ye fair, retreat ! Your drooping flowers neod 
Wholesome refreshment. Down the hedge-row p 
We hasten home, and only slack our speed 
To gaze a moment at th' accustomed gap, 
That all ao unexpectedly presents 
The clear cerulean prospect down tile vale. 
Dispersed along the bottom flocks and herds. 
Hay-ricks and cottages, beside a atreaoi, 
That silvery nieaiidera here and there ; 
And higher up com-fielda, and pastures, hope. 
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And waving woods, and tufts, and lonely oaks. 
Thick iutei-spersed as Nature best was pleased. 

Happy the man, who tnJy loves his home, 
And never wanders further from his door . 
Than we have gone to-day ; who feels his heart 
Still drawing homeward, and delights, like us. 
Once more to rest his foot on his own threshold. 

HURDJS. 



A CHUKCH-YARD SCENE. 



How sweet and solemn, all alone, * 

With reverend steps, from stone to stone 

In a small village church-yard lying, 

O'er intervening flowers to move ! 

And as we read the names unknown 

Of young and old to judgment gone. 

And heai' in the calm air above 

Time onwards softly flying. 

To meditate, in Christian love. 

Upon the dead and dying ! 

Across the silence seem to go 

With dream-like motion, wavering, slow, 

And shrouded in their folds of snow. 

The friends we loved long, long ago ! 

Gliding across the sad retreat, 

How beautiful their phantom-feet ! 

What tenderness is in their eyes, 

Turned where the poor survivor lies 

'Mid monitory sanctities ! 

What years of vanished joy are fanned 

From one uplifting of that hand 

In its wliite stillness ! when the Shade 

Dotli glimmeringly in sunshine fade 

From our embrace, how dim appears 

This world's life through a mist of tears ! 

Vain hopes ! blind sorrows! needless fears I 
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Such is the scene around me uow : 

A little Ciiurchyard on the brow 

Of a green pastoral hill ; 

Its sylvan village sleeps below. 

And faiatly here is heard the flow 

Of Woodbum's Summer rill; 

A place where all tilings mournful meet. 

And yet the sweetest of the sweet. 

The stillest of the still! 

With what a pensive beauty fall 

Across the mossy mouldering wall 

That rose-tree's clustered arches I See 

The robin-redbreast warily. 

Bright, tlu'ongh the blossoms, leaves his nest ; 

Sweet ingrate ! through the Winter blest 

At the firesides of men — but shy — 

Through all the sunny Summer hours. 

He hides himself among the flowers 

In his own wild festivity. 

What lulling sound, and. shadow cool 

Hangs half the darkened chm'cli3-ard o'er. 

From thy gi*een depths so beautfTuI, 

Thou gorgeous sycamore ! 

Oft hath the holy wine and bread 

Been blest beneath thy murmuruig tent. 

Where many a bright and hoary head 

Bowed at that awful saci-ament. 

Now all beneath the turf ai'e laid 

On which they sat, and sang, and prayed. 

Above that couseci"ated tree 

Ascends the tapering spire that seems 

To lift the soul up sUently 

To heaven with all its dreams. 

While in the belfry, deep and low, 

From his heaved bosom's purple gleams 

The dove's continuous murmurs Sow, 

A dirge-like song, half bliss, half woe. 

The voice so lonely seems ! — Wilson. 
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THE BOULEVARDS OF PARIS, 
IK 1815. 



'Tis noon : the flags cling close on roof and spire, 

Tlie sun bums broad, a ball of living fire ; 

The sky is blue— celestial, summer bhie : 

Here rise no sulphurous smokes to shroud its hue ; 

No clouds of pestilence, that mine and foi*ge. 

To blot out heaven and poison earth, disgorge. 

Now comes the idler*s hour. The beggar-bard 
Takes his old quarters on the gay Boulevard ; 
Beneath the trees the Conjuror spreads his tools ; 
The Quack harangues Iiis group of graver fools 
In lofty lies, unruffled by the jar 
Thrummed from his neighbour Savoyard's guitar ; 
• Veiled virgins beam, like Dian in a mist ; 
Philosophers show mites ; she-tumblers twist ; 
Each the fixed genius of some favourite tree, 
Drj'ads and fauns of GalUc minstrelsy. 
In double glories now,, the broad ^farchande, 
Fire-eyed, her skin by Gascon summei-s tanned. 
Red as the kercliief round her coal-black liair, 
Lays out her tempting trays of rich and rare; 
Resistless ruby bands, delicious lings, 
In genuine paste ; the true wax coral strings. 
Mingling with wondei"S of profounder art. 
Woman's dear helps to mystify the heart; 
Ciisp auburn curls, — to hide th' obtrusive gray, 
Tliat stubborn hue, which yet will make its way ; 
Glass eyes, mouse eyebrows, teeth like studs of snow, 
Grinning in grim good humour row by row ; 
Secrets so stiffly kept from upper air. 
Yet here let loose, the sex's whole repair. 
And here, in all the splendoura of placard, 
Beauty's last polishei-s, the rouge and fard \ 
Mysteiious things ! that, like the tricks of dreams. 
Make what is, seem not, while what is not, seems ; 
Deep witcheries ! whose absence makes the fright, 
Raising their ghosts at mom, their nym^ha «.\»m^^ — 



' Soft potions ! miniatered with Boftest skill, — 
Yet used witli desperate intent — to kill ; 
Obedient chnrms! Ibat inany a charming majd 
Summons long after all tlie rest are laid ! 

The air grows fumnce-liot ; flag, awniug, screen, 
Fcep endless from tbose lovely lines of green ; 
Yet Autumn baa been there ; — the msset tinge. 
Deep purples, pearly grays, the poplArs fi-inge ; 
And ever, in the distance, some proEid tower 
Looks out in feadal beauty from ita tio-ner. 
All a strange, mirthful, melancholy sbow ; 
Stalely decay abore, wild life belowl 
Tliis is no dty-scene. The tree, the tent. 
The small, bright flogs tlukt break the line's extent ; 
The gana defiling down the central roiid. 
The escort round tbe halted convoy Gtrowed, 
The conricr Cossack rusliing in career. 
With low-bent head, slack rein, and levelled spear. 
The clang within the lines, the measured tramp. 
The mime and minstrel soimds, — is this a, camp ? 
And this a hurrying army, that liave made 
Their forest-halt till noon's liigh htaze is staid ; 
To move with eve, to see the twilight's gray 
Floot on their banners many a lenguc away ; 
At mom to spring to arms, at noon be laid 
Silent and i)ale— nor care for sun or shade? 
It is a camp; a matchless host; — the hreesa 
That lets in sunlight tlirough the heaving trees. 
Flings into sudden splendour form and plume. 

Like visions, flashing bnghl, then lost iu gloom ; 

PerpetmJ blaze of gem, and steel, and gold ; 
Buss helm, llungarian mantle's 'broidevud fold. 
Green Tartar turban, Georgian orange shawl 
O'er silver moil ; deep sables of Uri ; 
Broad bosoms corsteted with cross and star ; 
Dork, haiiglity faces, bronzed with glorious war. 
Champions that each a battle's strength has stood. 
Chief caterers of (ho vulture's fearful food ; 
Now mingled, — mighty with one triumph niore, 
Greatest and last, — ^■'Ifth'i fltT Hf TTir jfl tftT ' 



The curfew tolls the knell of partiDg day. 
The lowing herds wind siowly o'er the lea, 

The iilougluaon homeward plods his weary trny, 
And leaves the world to dorknesa and to me. 

Now fades the glimm'ring landscajie cm the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save wliere the beetle wheels his drany fliglit. 
And druwEj tinklings lull the distant folds; 

Save that from yonder ivy-manlied tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of Ench as, wandering near her Beeret bower. 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering licap, 

Each in his narrow cell for ever kid, 

Tho rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 



For them no more the blazing hearth shall hm'n. 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care : 

No eliildren run to lisp their sire's return. 
Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their wckle yield. 
Their furrow oft tlia stubborn glebe has broke : 

How jocund did Ihey diive their team a-field t 
How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stroke I 

Let not Ambition mock their useful toil. 
Their homely joys, tind destiny obscure; 

Nor Grandeur hear willi a disdsjuful smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 
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The boost of Ileraldiy, the pomp of Power, 
And all tliat Beauty, all that Wealth e'er gave, 

Await alike the inevitable honr. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor yon, ye prond, impute to these the fault. 
If IMemoiy o'er their tombs no trophies raise. 

Where through the long-di*awn aisle, and fretted vauU| 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied urn, or animated bust, 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 

Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust. 
Or Flattery sooth the dull cold ear of Death! 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire ; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have swajed. 
Or waked to ecstacy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne*er uuroU ; 

Chill Penui'y repressed their noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the souL 

Full many a gem, of purest ray serene. 
The dark unfnthomed caves of ocean bear: 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 

Some village Hampden, that, with dauntless breast. 

The little tyrant of his fields withstood. 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest. 

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood. . 

Th' applause of listening senates to commancl. 

The threats of pain and ruin to despise. 
To scatter plenty o*er a smiling land, 

And read their history in a nation's eyeSj 

'Their lot forbade : nor circumscribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 

Torbade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 
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The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide. 
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride, 
With incense kindled at the Muse's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife. 
Their sober wishes never learned to stray ; 

Along the cool sequestered vale of life 

They kept the noiseless tenbur of their way. 

[* No airy dreams their simple fancies fired, 
No thirst for wealtli, nor panting after fame ; 

But ti*uth' divine sublimer hopes inspired. 
And urged them ouward to a nobler aim. 

From every cottage, with the day, arose 

The hallowed voice of spirit-breathing prayer ! 

And artless anthems, at its peaceful close. 
Like holy incense, charmed the evening air. 

Though they, each tome of human lore unknown, 

The brilliant path of science never trod. 
The Sacred Volume claimed their liearts alone. 

Which taught the way to glory and to God. 

Here they from Truth's eternal fountain drew. 
The pure and gladdening waters, day by day ; 

Learnt, since our days are evil, fleet, and few. 
To walk in wisdom's bright and peaceful way. 

In yon lone pile, o'er which hath sternly passed 

The heavy hand of all-destroying Time, 
Through whose low-mouldering ajsles now sighs the blast. 

And round whose altars grass and ivy climb, 

They gladly thronged, their grateful hymns to raise. 

Oft as the calm and holy Sabbath shone ; 
The mingled tribute of their prayers and praise, 

In sweet communion rose before the Tlirone. 



'I' Tho nine vei'ses between brackets are not by the author of the KIegy» 
but have been suggested by a later writer, who, iu common with many, 
has kunented tho absence of such sentiments as are here supplied, in this 
otherwise exquisitely beautiful production. 



Here, from tliose liononred lips, wliicli sacred fire 
From Heaven's high chnnceiy hath touched, die/ ! 

Troths nliich their zeal inttamea, their hopes inapir^' 
Give wings to faith, nnd check affliction's tear. 

When life flowed by, anil, like an angel. Death 
Come to release them to tlie world on high. 

Praise Irembled Btill on each expiring breath. 
And holy triumph beamed from every eye. 

Tlien gentlii hands their "dnat to diist" consign; 

With qniet tears, the simple rites are snid ; 
And here they sleep, till, at the tnimp divine, 

Tho cai-th nnd ocean render up their dead.] 

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect. 

Some frail memorial still erected nigh. 

With uncouth rliymoa and shapeless aculptm 

Implores tlie passing trihnte of a sigli. 

Their names, their years, spelt by th" nnleltered Mi 

The place of fame and elegy supply ; 
And many a holy text around she Btrews, 

That teach tho rustic moralist to die. 

For who, to dumb foi^tfiilnesa a prey, 
This pleasing anxions being e'er resigned. 

Left the waiin precincts of the cheerful day. 
Nor cost one longing, lingering look behind t 

On some fond breast the porting soul relies, 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires; 

E'en from the tomb the yoicc of Nature cries. 
E'en in our ashes live their wonled fires. 

For Ihee, who, mindfal of th' nnhonoiired dead, 
iTost in these lines their nrtlesa tale i-olate. 

If chance, by lonely Coutomplation led. 
Some kindred spirit shall imiuire tLy futa 

Haply some hoary-headed sn-ain may say, 
"Oft have we seen liim at the peep of dawn, 
^jshing with liasty steps the dew away, 
5Po meet the sun upon the opkud biwn. 



m?: 
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" There, at the foot of yonder nodding beesh, 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high. 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, 
And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 

** Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove ; 

Now drooping, woful, wan, like one forlorn. 

Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love. 

*' One mom, I missed liim on th* accustomed hill, 
Along the heath, and near his favourite tree; 

Another came, nor yet beside the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ; 

^ The next) with dirges due, in sad aiTay, 

Slow through the churchway-path we saw him borne. 

Approach and read (for thou can'st read) the laiy, 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.*' 



T|IE EPITArH. 

Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown : 

Fair Science frowned not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy marked him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his 90ul sincere, 
Heaven did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to Misery all he had, a tear ; 
He gained from Heaven, 'twas all he wished, a friend. 

No further seek his merits to disclose. 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode ; 

There they alike in trembling hope repose. 
The bosom of his Father and his God. — Gray.* 
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ANNA D'ARFET. 



O'er my poor Annans lowly grave 

No dirge shall sound, no knell shall ring, 

But angels, as the high pines wave. 
Their half-heard miserere sing ! 

No flowei-s of transient bloom at eve 
The maidens on the tm-f shall strew; 

Nor sigh, as the sad spot they leave» 
Sweets to the sweet I a long adieu ! 

But in this wilderness profound. 

O'er her the dove sliall build Iier nest ; 

And ocean swell with softer sound 
A requiem to her di'eams of rest ! 

Ah ! when shall I as quiet be, 

When not a friend, or human eye. 

Shall mark beneath the mossy tree 
The spot where we forgotten lie ? 

To kiss her name on the cold stone. 

Is all tliat now on earth I crave ; 
For in this world I am alone— 

Oh ! lay me with her in the grave. Bowles. 



THE MAN OF ROSS. 



All our praises why should Lords engross ? 
Rise, honest Muse ! and sing the Man of Ross : 
Pleased Vaga echoes tlirough her winding bounds. 
And rapid Severn hoai-se applause resounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow ? 
From the di-y rock who bade the watera flow ? 
Not to the skies in useless columns tost. 
Or in proud falls magnificently lost. 
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But clear and artless, pouring through the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain. 
Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows? 
Whose seats the weary traveller repose ? 
Who taught that heaven directed spire to rise ? 
/*The Man of Ross,'* each lisping habe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'erspread ! 
The ]Mau of Ross divides the weekly bread : 
He feeds yon almshouse, neat, but void of state, 
Where age and want sit smiling at the gate : 
Him portioned maids, apprenticed orphans, bles?. 
The young who labour, and the old who rest. 
Is any sick ? The Man of Ross relieves. 
Prescribes, attends, the med'cine makes, and gives. 
Is there a variance ? Enter but his door, 
Balked ai'e the courts, and contest is no more. 
Despairing quacks with curses fled the place, 
And vile attorneys, now a useless race. 
Thrice-happy man ! enabled to pursue 
Wliat all so wish, but want the power to do ! 
Oh ! say, wliat sums that generous hand supply ? 
What mines, to swell that boundless charity ? 

Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear. 
This man possessed — ^five hundred pounds a-year. 
Blush Grandeur, blush ! proud Courts withdraw your 

blaze ! 
Ye little stars ! hide your diminished rays. 

And what ! no monument, no inscription stone I 
His race, his form, his name almost unknown? 

Who builds a Church to God, and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the marble with his name: 
Go search it there, where to be bom and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the history ; 
Enough, that virtue filled the space between ; 
Proved, by the ends of being, to have been. 

Pope. 



^P CHORUS OF BABYLONIANS. 

A<iTAKE 1 awake! put on tli; garb of pride. 
Array iLee like a BuiuptuouB royal bride, 

O featol Babylon I 

Lady, whose ivory throne 
Is by tliB Bide of many azure waters ! 
In floating dance, like birds upon the wing'. 
Send liukling forth thy flilver-sandoled daughters ; 

Bend in the eulemn marcli. 

Beneath each portal arch, 
Tliy lich-robod lords to crowd the banquet of their lung. 
They come, they come ! from both the illamined shores; 
Down each long street the festive tumult pours ; 

Along the waters dark 

Shoots many a gleaming hark. 
Like stars along the midnight welkin flusliing'. 
And galleys, with their masts euwrealhed with light. 
From their quick oais the kindling waters 'l«<' >h i cg ; 

In one long moving line 

Along the bridge they shine, 
And with their glad dixtui'bance wake tlie peaceful nig^J 
Hang forth, hang forth, in all your avenues. 
The urching lamps of more than rainbow liues, 

Oh I gardens of delight! 

With the cool lui'H of night 
Are lightly waved your silver-foh^ed trees; 
The dpe]>-erabowered yet glowing blaze prolong' 
Height above height the lofty terraces; 

Seeing this new day-bi'eak. 

The nestling birds awake. 
The nightingale Iiuth hushod her sweet untimely songk 
Lift np, lift up your golden-valved doors. 
Spread to the ghttering dance your marble floora. 

Palace ! whose spacious lialls. 

And far-receding walls, 
Aje hung with purple like the morning skies. 
And all the living luxuries of soimd 
Pour from the long outati-etchiiig galleries; 

Down every colonnade 

The sumptuous board is bid, 
' Witji golden cups and lamps aviA \)u¥5:i hVot^m* txa-wned. 
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They liaste, they haste ! the high-crowned rulers standi 
£ach \yith his sceptre in his kingly hand; 

The beai'ded Elders sage, 

Though pale with thought and age; 
Those through whose bounteous and unfailing hands 
The tributary streams of treasure flow 
From the rich bounds of earth's remotest lands; 

All but the pomp and pride 

Of battle laid aside^ 
Chaldea's Captains stand in many a glittering row. 

They glide, they glide ! each, like an antelope. 
Bounding in beauty on a sunny slope. 

With full and speaking eyes. 

And graceful necks that rise 
0*er snowy bosoms in their emulous pride. 
The chosen of earth's choicest loveliness; 
Some with the veil thrown timidly aside, 

Some boastful and elate 

In their majestic state, 
"Whose bridal bed Belshazzar*s self hath deigned to bless. 

Come forth ! come forth ! and crown the peerless feast. 
Thou whose high birthright was the effulgent East ! 

On th' ivory seat alone, 

l^Ionarch of Babylon ! 
Survey the interminable wilderness 
Of splendour, stretching far beyond the sight; 
Nought but thy presence wants there now to bless : 

The music waits for thee. 

Its fount of harmony, 
Transcending glory thou of tliis thrice-glorious night ! 

Behold ! behold ! each gem-crowned forehead proud. 
And every plume and crested helm, is bowed. 

Each high-arched vault along 

Breaks out the blaze of song, 
Belshazzar comes ! nor Bel, when he returns 
From riding on his stormy thunder-cloud. 
To where his bright celestial palace bums. 

Alights with loftier tread^ 

More full of stately dead, * 
While under his fixed feet the loaded skies are bowed. 

Mil MAX. 
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Fronting tlie wave-environed shore of France, 
And bulwarked with her everlasting maiiiy 
O'er which the cloud-white cliffs sublimely gaze. 
Like genii, reared for her defence, behold 
The Isle-queen ! — every billow sounds her fame ! 
The Ocean is her proud triumphal car 
Whereon she rideth, and the rolling waves 
The vassals which secure her victory ; 
Alone, and matchless in her sceptered might, 
Slie dares the world. The spirit of the bi-ave 
Bums in her ; laws are liberty ; and kings 
Wear crowns that glitter with a people's love;, 
And, while undimmed, their glory aye endures ; 
But once dishonoured, — and the sceptre falls. 
The throne is shaken, patriot voices rise. 
And, like stormed billows by the tyrant gale 
Awakened, loud and haughty is their roar ! 

Heaven-favoiu'ed land ! of grandeur, and of gloom. 
Of mountain pomp, and majesty of hills. 
Though other climates boast, in thee supreme 
A beauty and a gentleness abound ; 
Here all that can soft worship claim, or tone 
The sweet sobriety of tender thought. 
Is thine : the sky of blue intensity. 
Or charmed by sunshine into picture-clouds. 
That make bright landscapes when they blush abroad — 
The dingle gi*ay, and wooded copse, with hut 
And hamlet, nestling in the bosky vale. 
And spires brown peeping o'er the ancient elms. 
And steepled cities, faint and far away, 
With all that bird and meadow, brooko and gale. 
Impart, — are mingled for admiring eyes 
That love to banquet on thy blissful scene. 

But ocean is thy glory ; and metliinks 
Sojiie musing wanderer by the shore X see. 
Weaving his island-foacAes. — •TV.omw.Wxvsxv^t^^Js^ 
And clift^ whose gray Ixees mw\X^T \ft x>£v^^\aj\^ 
And streams down Y\is\^itig ^*\\-V ^ \.arc^\v\. \!c^% 



Tlie skj seems craggy, with lier cloud-piles hung-, 
Deep massed, as tlioiigh imibodied thunder Jay 
And darkened in a dream of Imvoo there 1 — 
Itcfore him. Ocean, yelling in the blast, 
Wild as the death-wail of a droivniug host : 
'Hie surges, — be lliey tempests as they roll. 
Lashing their fur; into living foam. 
Yon war-ship shall outbrave them all ; — her sails 
Resent the winds, and tiieir remorseless howl ; 
And when she ventures the abyss of waves. 
Remounts, expands her wings, and then — away ! 
Froud OS an engle dashing through the clouds. 

And nell, brave ecion of the empress Isle, 
Thy spirit mingles with the mighty scene, 
Hailing thy country on their ocean-throne. 
Hut she hath di*ead atonements to complete, 
And bloody teal's to shed. Tliy lofty dreams, 
OEngland! may be humbled yet; beholdl 
'iTie war-clouds rise, — beware 1 for in thine own 
Great heart the darkness of Rebellion breeds. 
And fiDwns of Heaven liang awful o'er thy doom ! 

ItUDEBT MOKTOOUtlltl'. 



TUE ISLES OF OCEAN. 

Oh ! inrmy are the beauteous isles 

Unknown lo human eye, 
Tliat, sleeping 'mid the ocean smilos. 

In liappy silence lie. 
The shiji may pass them in the night. 
Nor the sailors know what a lovely sight 

Is resting on the main ; 
Some wandering ship who hath lost her way. 
And never or by night or day, 

Shall pass these isles again. 
There, groves that bloom lo endless Spring, 
Are rastling to the radiant wing 
Of birds, in various plumage bright 
As raiubow-hnes, or dawQinjt^X, 



I 

I 



'fioft-falUng ahowere of blossoms fair 
Float ever on Ihe fragrant air, 

Likeahowera of yemal anow. 
Awl from the fruit-tree, spreadiag tall. 
The richly ripened clusters fall 

Oft BS sea-breezes blow, 
Tlie sun mul clouds alone possess 
The joj of all that lavelinees ; 
And aveetly to each other sntile 
Tlie live-long day — sun,clond, and isle, 
now silent lies eocli sheltered bay! 
No other visiters have they 

To tiioir shores of silvery sand. 
Than the waves tliat, mnnnuriiig in tlieir else. 

All hurrying in a joyful band 
Come dancing from ttic sea- 
How did I love to sigh and weep 
For tliose that sailed upon the deep. 

When, yet a wondering child, 
.. lat alone at dead of niglit, 
Hanging all breathless with delight 

O'er theif adventures wild .' 
Trembling I heard of dizzy ehrouds, 
Wliere up among the raving clonds 

The sailor-boy must goj 
Thunder and lightning o'er his head ! 
And should he fall— O thought of dread I 

Waves mountain-high bdow. 
How leapt my heart with 'wilderiug fears. 
Gazing on savage islanders 

Ranged fierce in long canoe, 
Theirpoisoned spears, their wur attire. 
And plumes twined bright, like wreatlis uf fire, 

Kound brows of dusl^ hue ! 
^liat tears would Ell my wakeful eyes 
When some delicious paradise 

(As if a cloud liod rolled 
On a sudden from the bursting evm). 
Freshening the ocean where it shone, 
JiluDg wide ite groveartw' " 
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No more the pining mariner 

In wild delirium raves, 
For like an angel, kind and fair, 

That smiles, and smiling saves. 
The glory charms away distress, 
Serene in silent loveliness 

Amid the dash of waves. Wilson. 



THE BATTLE OF HASTINGS. 



The Norman armament, beneath thy rocks, St Valerie, 
I3 moored; and, streaming to the mom, three hundred 

banners fly; 
Of crimson silk, with golden cross, effulgent o'er the rest. 
That banner proudest in the fleet, streams which the Lord 

had blessed. 
The gale is fair, the sails are set, cheerly the south wind 

blows, 
And Norman archers, all iu steel, have gi^ped their good 

yew- bows ; 
Aloud the harpers strike their harps, whilst morning light 

is flung 
Upon the cross-bows and the shields, that round the masts 

are hung. 
Speed on, ye brave, His William leads; bold barons, at his 

word, 
Lo ! sixty thousand men of might for William draw the 

sword. 

80^ bound to England's southern shore, we rolled upon the 

seas. 
And gallant the white sails were set, and swelling to the 

breeze. 
** On, on, to victory or death !" now rose the general cry ; 
The minstrels sung, ^On, on, ye brave, to death or 

victory !" 
Mark yonder ship, how straight she steers : ye knights and 

barons brave, 
'Tis William's ship, and proud she rides, the foremost o*er 

the wave. 
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And now we hailed the English coast^ and lo ! on Beacliy 

Head, 
The radiance of the setting sun majestical is shed. 
The fleet sailed on, till, Pevensey, we saw thy welcome 

strand ; 
Duke William now his anchor casts, and dauntless leaps to 

land. 
The English host, by Harold led, at length appear in sight. 
And now they raise a deafening shout, and stand prepsu*ed 

for fight ; 
The hostile legions halt awhile, and their long lines 

display. 
Now front to front they stand, in still and terrible array. 
Give out the word, " God and our right !" rush like a 

storm along, 
lift up God^s banner, and advance, resounding Roland's 

song! 
Ye, spearmen, poise your lances well, by brave Mont- 

gomerie led. 
Ye archers, bend your bows, and draw the arrows to the 

head. 
They draw — the bent bows ring — huzzah I another flight, 

and, hark ! 
How the sharp aiTOwy shower beneath the sun goes hissing 

dark. 

Hark ! louder grows the deadly strife, till all the battle- 
plain 

Is red with blood, and heaped around with men and hoi*ses 
slain. 

** On ! Normans, on !'' Duke William cried, ''and, Harold, 
tremble thou. 

Now think upon thy perjury, and of the broken vow. 

The banner of thy armed knight, thy shield, thy helm, are 
vain ;" — 

The fatal shaft has sped, — ^by Heaven! it liisses in his 
brain ! — 

So William won the English crown, and all his foemen 
beat,— 

And Harold, and his Britons brave, lay silent at his feet. 

Bowles. 
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PAPER. 



So3iE wit af old — such wits of old there were — 
'Whose hints showed meaning, whose allusions care^ 
By one brave stroke to mark all human kind, 
Called clear blank paper every infant mind ; . 
Where still, as opening sense her dictates wrote, 
Fair virtue put a seal, or vice a blot 

The thought was happy, pertinent, and true ; 
Methinks a genius might the plan pm'sue. 
I (can you pardon my presumption ?) I, — 
No wit, no genius, — yet for once will try. 

Various the papers various wants produca. 
The wants of fashion, elegance, and use. 
Ikfen are as various; and if right I scan, 
"Eajch. sort of paper represents some man. 

Pray note the fop — half powder and half lace — 
Nice as a hand-box were his dwelling-place ; 
He's the gilt paper, which apai't you store, 
And lock from vulgar hands in the 'scrutoire. 

Mechanics, servants, fai-mers, and so forth. 
Are copy paper, of inferior worth ; 
Less prized, more useful, for your desk decreed, 
Free to all pens, and prompt at every need. 

The wretch, whom avarice bids to pinch and spare, 
Star\'e, cheat, and pilfer, to enrich an heir, 
Is coarse brown paper; such as pedlars choose 
To wrap up wares, which better men will use. 

Take next the miser's contrast, who destroys 
Health, fame, and fortune, in a roimd of joys. 
Will any paper match him ? Yes, throughout, 
He's a true sinking paper, past all doubt. 

The retail politician's anxious thought 
Deems this side always right, and that stark naught. 



* A dvipe to nimoara, and a. tool of ku;LveB{ I 

He'll want no type his wenknesa to procJaim, I 

While sucli a, tiling eafavlecap lias a name. J 

The hoBty gentleman, wbose blood runs liigh, 1 

Wild picks a quarrel, if jou atop awry, I 

Who can't a jest, or hint, or look endure : 1 

What is he? What? roMc/i pflpBr, to be eure. \ 

What are our poetB, take them as they fall, J 

Good, bad. Hub, poor, much read, not read at all t J 

Tliem and tlieir works in the fianie class yoit'll find ; J 

They are the mere leaale paper of mankind. J 

Observe the niniden, innocently sweet, A 

She's fair tehila paper, on uusullied sheet ; ^ 

On which the happy man, whom fate ordains, I 

May write hia name, and lake her for his pains. J 

One instance more, and only one I'll bring; d 

'Tia the greal man who acorns a little thing, ' 
Whose thoughts, whose deeds, whose niaxinis are h» ol 
Formed on the feelings of his heart alone: 
True genuine ngal paper Is his breast; 
Of all the kinds moat precious, purest, best, 

Behjamin FajtSKX 



THE JIERRY HEART. 



I WOCLD not from the wise require 

The lumber of their learned lore; 
Nor would I from the rich desire 

A single counter of their store. 
For I have ebse, and I have health, 

Aud I liave spirits, light as air; 
And more than wisdom, more than m 

A merry hearl, \haX taii-hs at care. 
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Like other mortals of my kind, 

IVe struggled for dame Fortune's favour. 
And sometimes have been half inclined 

To rate her for her ill-foehavioun 
But life was short — ^I thought it folly 

To lose its moments in despair ; 
So slipped aside from melancholy, 

With merry heart, that laughed at care. 

And once, His true, two 'witching eyes 

Surprised me in a luckless season, 
Tumeid all my mirth to lonely sighs. 

And quite subdued my better reason. 
Yet 'twas but love could make me grieve, 

And love you know*s a reason fair. 
And much improved, as I believe, 

The merry heart, that laughed at care. 

So now from idle wishes clear, 

I make the good I may not find; 
Adown the stream I gently steer. 

And shift my sail with every wind. 
And half by nature, half by reason. 

Can still with pliant heart prepare. 
The mind, attuned to every season. 

The merry heart that laughs at care. 

Yet, wrap me in ;^our sweetest dream. 

Ye social feelings of the mind, 
Give, sometimes ^ve, your snnny gleam. 

And let the rest good humour find. 
Yes, let me hail and welcome give 

To every joy my lot may sluve. 
And pleased and pleasing let me live 

With m^ry heart, that laughs at care. 

Mil MAX* 
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WHAT IS TIIAT, MOTHER ! 

What ib tliat, mother?— 

Tlie lark, my cliild.— 
Tlie luoni lias biit just looked out, and smiled. 
When be et&Ha from his humble, grassy n^t. 
And ia up and away, with the dew on his breast. 
And a. hymn in liia heart, to j-oii pure, bright sjiherej 
To wnrble it out in hia Klaker'a ear. ' 

Ever, my child, he thy uioru'a first laj-s 
Tuned, liko tliolark'a, to thy Maker's pruias. 

WTiot is that, mother?— 

The dove, my son. 

And lha.t low, sweet voice, like a widow's moan. 
Is flowing out from her gentle hreaat, 
CouGtiint and pure by that lonely nest. 
As tlie wave ia poured from some ctyainl om, 
J'Tor lier distant dear one's qnick return. 
niver, my aou, ho thon like the dove, — 
n friendship oa faithful, as constant in love. 

t'^What is that, mother?— 

The eagle, boy. — 
Proudly careering his coni-se of joy, 
Kirm in his own mountaui vigour relying. 
Breasting the liark storm, the red bolt defying; 
p.H ia wing on the wind, and his eye ou the snn, 
^^a swerves not a hair, hut bears onward, right on. 
Boy, may the eagle's flight ever be thine, 
" iward and upwaiil, true to the line. 

a that, mother ?— 

The swan, my love- 
is floating down from liia native grove, 
t No loved one now, no nestling nigh ; 
Ho is floating down by Itiuiself to die; 
Death darkens his eye, and unplumes his wiugs, 
Vet the sweetest song is the last he sings. 
JLive so, my love, that when Deatli siiall come, 
L Swan-like and sweet, it may waft tlieu home. 
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THE FAIRIES. 

A DBEAM-LIKE REMEMBRAKCE OF A DREAM. 



It chanced three merry Fairies met 

O n the bridge of a mountain rivulet, 

"Wliose hanging arch through the misty spray. 

Like a little lunar rainbow lay, 

"With turf and. flowers a pathway meet 

For the twinkling of u near thy feet, 

For bright were the flowers as their golden tresses, 

And gi*een the turf as their elfin dresses. 

Aye the water o'er the linn 

Was mocking, with a gleesome din. 

The small shrill laughter as it broke 

In peals from these night-wandering folk ; 

"While the stream danced on with a tinkling tune, 

All happy to meet by a blink o' the moon. 

Now laughing louder than before, 

They strove to deaden that ceaseless roar ; 

And, when vanquished was the waterfall, 

Loudly they shouted one and all. 

Like the chorus of a madrigal. 

Till the glen awoke from its midnight trance. 

And o'er the hills in flight-like dance, 

Was all the troop of echoes driven. 

This moment on earth, and that in heaven. 

From the silent heart of a hollow yew. 
The owl sailed forth, with a loud halloo; 
And his large yellow eyes looked bright. 
With wonder, in the wan moonlight. 
As hovering white, and still as snow, 
He caught a glance of the things below. 
All burning on the bridge like fire 
In the sea-green glow of their wild attire. 
" Halloo ! halloo ! tu-whit ! tu-whoo r 
Cried the gleesome elves, and away they flew, 
With mimic sliriek, sob, cry, and howl. 
In headlong chase of the frightened owl. 



Witli many a buffet they di-ove him onward, 
Now lioisted him up, now pressed him downward; 
They pulled at hia lioms, and with many a tweak, 
Aroand and around they screwed hia beat! 
On his back they bent with a birch-spray flail. 
And they lore the long feathers from his toil ; 
Tlien, like warriors tnounted in their pride. 
Behind hiF wings behold them ride I 
And Hhoutiaji;. charge onto the war. 
Each waving- his soft plnnie-Bcymitar ; 
A war of langbter, not of tears. 
The wild-wood's harmleea cuirassiers. 

Through the depth of ivy on the waJl 
(The sole remaina of old Groystock Ilall), 
Tlic screamer ia driven, half scared la dealb; 
And tlie gamesome Fairies, all out of breath, 
Tlieir tiny robes in the air arranging. 
And kisses in their flight exchanging'. 
Now slowly with the soft wind stealing- 
night onwards, round about, now whe^Uji^, 
Like leaves blown off in guety weather. 
To the rainbow-bridge all flock together ; 
And lu ! on the green mass all alig:ht, 
Like a cluster of goldfinches mingling bright. 

What feats the fairy creatures played ! 
Now seeming of the height alraid. 
And folding the moss in fast embraces. 
They peeped o'er the bridge with tlieir lovely faces. 
Now hanging like the fearlcES flowers 
By their tiny arms in the cataract-showers. 
Swung back and forward with delight. 
Like pearls in the spray-shower burning bright ! 
Tlien tliey drop at once into the pool — 
A moment gone ! then beautiful, 
Ascending on slow-hovering wing, 
As if with darkness dallying, 
They rose again, through the smiling air. 
To their couch of mosa B.i\iiftQw'Ten.siira, 
■And roott'il lay iu silence iVei 



Down into the gulf profound 
Slid ttie stream witUout a soundl 
A vbarm had hushed the thunderiug shocl^, 
And BtillneBs steeped the blackened rocks. 
'Twaa Et, irhere these fair things were lying. 
No sound, save of some zeyhjr sighing, 
Should stir the gentle solitude I 
The mountain's night-voioo was subdued 
To far-off music faint and dim. 
From Nature's heart a holy hymn ! 
Nor WB8 that univeraal sti'ain 
Through fairy bosoms breathed in vain ; 
Entranced in joy the creatures lay. 
Listening the music far away, 
Till one the decp'nlng silence broke. 
And thiis in aong-lika murmiirs spoke. 



" Soon as the lingering sun waa gone, 

1 sailed away from my spaiTy throne. 

Mine awn cool, silenl, glimmering dwelling. 

Below the roots of the hnge Hylvellyn, 

Aa onwards like a thouglit I Sew,- 

From my wings fast fell tlie pearly dew. 

Sweet tiny orbs of lucid ray, 

Rising and setting on my way, 

As if I had been some planet fair, 

That mied its own bri^it hemisphere. 

' O beauteous sight I ' the shepherd cried 

To the shepherd slumbering at his ride, — 

' Look where the Mountain-Fairy flies ! ' 

But ere he had opened his heavy eyes, 

I had flomo o'er Grassmere's moonlight flood. 

And the rustling swing of old Rydal-Wood, 

And sunk down 'mid the heather-bells 

On the shady side of sweet FuraeBs-Fells. 

'Twos but one soft wave o' my wing, 

A start, and an end to my journeying. 

One moment's rest in a spot so drear, — 

For the moonlight was sleeping ou 'WwAwpifv^s-.c, 

And I satT in. that long ^axe ^UedE. q1\v^iX 
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And mine eyes, in sooth, began to fill, 
80 beautiful that lake— «o still — 
So motionless its gentle breast — 
Save where, just rocking in their rest, 
A crowd of water-lilies lay 
Like stars amid the milky way. 

** But what had I with the lake to do ? 
So off to the misty hills I flew. 
And in dark ravines, and creviced rocks, 
"With my finger I counted my thousand flocks, 
And «ach little lamb by name I blest. 
As snow-white they lay in their innocent rest. 
When I saw some weak, cold, tottering lamb, 
Becline Against the side of its pitiful dam, 
Wlio seemed to have some 'wildering fear 
Of deatli, as of a foe that was near, 
I shone like a sunbeam soft and warm. 
Till the fleece lay smooth on its strengthened fonii, 
And the happy creatures lay down together 
Like waves on the sea in gentle weather. 
And in contentment calm and deep 
Sank faintly'bleating into sle^p. 

*^ In the soft moonlight glow I knew 
"Where the herbs that hold the poison grew; 
And at the touch of my feathery foot 
They withered at once both stalk and root. 
But I shook not the gracious tears of night 
From the plants most dear to the shepherd's sight, 
And with mellower lustre bade them spring 
In the yellow round of the Faiiy's ring, 
Till, methought, the hillside smiled afar 
With the face of many a verdant star. 
I marked the fox at the mouth of his den. 
And raised the sliadows of hunter-men. 
And I bade aerial beagles rave. 
And the horn twang through the felon's cave. 
Then buried him with famine in his gi*ave^ 

" The raveiv sat \\^oTi\jaxv^^s\^1&«s^ 
With crested blood on Aj^ c^ao^'^^a^ 



Aiiil I doslipd !iim Iicndtong from tlie Bleep, 

Wliile tbe niurderei: craaked in Ids sullen sleep. 

Away I sailed by the eagle's neat 

And the eaglets couched woitn beneath her hrenst,.J 

But the shepherd slioll jnm her cry at mora, 

For her eyes are dim cud her plumltge torn. 

And I left in the eyrie the impa accurst 

To die in their huuger, and cold, and tliirst. 

All, all is wdl with my lovely flocks ! 

And so I dropt suddenly down tlis I'ooks, 

Pi'om Lough lig-top, Hke a &I)ing-sUtr, 

Seen doubtless tliroiigh the mists afar 

By a liimdi'ed shepherds on tbe hill, 

■Wandering araoiig the niooaligbt still, 

And with folded wiuge, and feet earth-hound, 

I felt mj-self standing o'er the sound 

Of this waterfall, and with joy espied 

A sister-elf at dtlier side ! 

My tale Ifl told — nor strange nor new — 

Now, sweet Iiady Bright-Eyes! what soy yon!" 

As some wild night-flower through the dew 
Looka to tlie nioun with freahenod bue, 
"When Q wandeiing breath of air 
Uiith lifted up its yellow hair,. 
And ib own little glade grows bright 
At tliQ soft revenlnieut of its liglit, 
Upspining, BO snddon and no siwcet, 
Tbe Co'ttage-Faiby to her feet; 
And, looking round her with a sniUe, 
Silent the creature paused awhile. 
Uncertain what glad tliougtiU shotdd burst 
Id music from hei' spirit first. 
Till, like a breath breathed clear fmia Heaven, 
To Iicr at once a voice was given, 
And through the tune the words arose 
As throngh the tragnat den- the leaflets of tlie ro3t£ J 



»"SiBter9! I liave seen thia night 
A himdred poltaga-firea bnrn bright. 
And u tliouBund liappy faces aiiimng 
Iq the bnraliug blaze, und the glcajn declining. * 
I care uot I for the stars above. 
The lights on earth are the lights I love : 
Let Venus bleaa the evcninff air. 
Uprise at mom Prince Lucdfor, 
But those little tiny stars be mine 
That throngh the auftuned copiio-wood Bhiae, 
With beauty crown the pastoral hill, 
Atid glimmer o'er tlie sylvan rill. 
Where stands the peasant's ivied noBt, 
And the huge mill-wheel is at rest. 
From out the honeysuckle's bloom 
I peepud into that laughing room. 
Then, like a hall-drop, on the pane 
Pattering, I stilled Ilia din again, 
While every stortled eye looked up; 
And, Iialf-raiaed to her lips the cup. 
The rosy maiden's look met mine ! 

I But I veiled mhie eyes irith the eilken twine 
Of tlie small wild rosea clustering thickly; 
Then to her seat returning qntckly. 
She 'gun to talk, witli bashful glee!. 
Of Fairies 'neath liio greenwood tree 
Daaciug by moonlight, and she blest 
Gently our silent land of rest. 
The infants playing on the floor, 
At these wild words their sports gave o'ei*. 
And osked wiiere lived the Cottege-Paji'^ ; 
The maid replied, ' Slie lovea to tmry 
Oft-times beside our very heorth, 
And joins in little ehildrau's mirth 
When they are gladly innocent ; 
And Bometimos beneath the leafy l«nt 
Tliat nvnnnure round our cottage-door. 
Our overeliftAowmg aYcaniovB, 
We see her dancing vb ttTuig, _ 
And hear t^ie UeaseA ««>.««« w^l— 



A creature full of gpntleness. 

Rejoicing in our happiness.' 

Tlien plucked I a wreath with manj a gem 

Burning — a fiowory diadem ; 

And through the wicket with a glide 

I slipped, and sat me down beside 

The j-onngest of those infants fair, 

And wreathed tlie bloesoms round his hair. 

* "Who placed these flowers on WiUiam'fl head !' 

Hie little wondering sister said ; 

'A wreath not half so briglit and gay 

Crowned me, upon the mom of May, 

Queen of that sunny holiday.' 

The tiny monarch lauglied aloud 

"With pride among the loving crowd. 

And, with my shrillest voice, I lent 

A chorus to their meniment ; 

Then with each murmur as a bee 

Makes, from a flower-cup suddenly 

Borne off into tlie nlent sicy, 

I skimmed away, and with delight 

Sailed down the calm stream of Ihe niglit. 

Till, gently as a flake of anow. 

Once more I dropped on es.rt)i below. 

And girdled as with a rainbow zone, 

"Tie cot beloved I call mine own. 

"Sweet Cot! that on the raountaiu-side 
LooliE to the stars of heaven with pride. 
And tlien flings for its smiling cheer 
O'er the radiant isles of Windennere, — 
Blest! ever blest! thy sheltered roof I 
Pain, grief, and tronhle, stand aloof 
Prom the siiadow of thy green palm-trea I 
Let nought from heaven e'er visit thee. 
But dewa, and rays, and sounds of mirth; 
And ever may this hiipiiy earth 

I liook happiest round thy small domain I 

1 Thee were I ne'er to see again, 

I Hethinlcs that agony and Btrife 

L Would faU e'en on a Enira'aMe, 



I 



And nought aliould ever bl^ss n 

Sa\e till! dream of that i-anished Par 

— Tlie liDslied bee-hives wei-e still as deatli— 

And [lie sleeping doves held fast ihetr brHjti. 

Nestling together on the tliatch. ; 

"With my wiufr-tip I rnised tlie latch. 

And there that lovely lady shone. 

Id silence sittiag all slone. 

Beside the cnulle of her cJiild ! 

And ever as she gazed, she smiled 

On lib calm forehead, white am eaawt 

I rocked the cradle t« and fro. 

As (in the broom h linoet'e nest 

Swings lo the mild wind from the we*t; 

And oft his htlle hands and breaat, 

"With warm and dewy lips, I kiHsed. 

'Sweet Fairy!" the gUd mother eaid. 

And down she knelt as if she prayed — 

While glud wiw I to hear our name 

Bestowed on snch ft besnleoua frame. 

And with my wiiigs I hid mine eye?, 

Till I saw the weeping kneeler i-ise 

From her prayer in holy ecstaoies I" 

TJio CoTTAQE-pAinY ceased ; and Nig-Iit, 

That seemed to feel a, calm delight 

In the breath of that aweet-warbling tongue, 

'Was sod Dt closing of the Bong, 

And all her starry eyne looked dull. 

Of late so brightly beantiful; 

Till on the foxglove's topmost cnp 

The Fairt of the Lake leapt np. 

And with that goigeons colnnin swinging', 

Uy fits a low wild prelude sin{,'ing. 

And gracefully on tip- toe slDnding, 

"With outatretched arm, as if coimnonding. 

The beauty of tlie Night BgiMn 

Bevived buuBatli her Ticitvenly strain. — 

Low, sad, and wild, were the tones I heard. 

Like the opening song rf i.\ie\ni&ett\As4^ 

Ero music steeps iW Ui^iasi^ai^ 

From tlie heart of r ttiovaan* ^' 
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But words were none; the balmy air 

Grew vocal round that Elfin fair. 

And, like her fragrant breath, the song 

Dropped deivily from. tha.t sweet tODgue, 

But 'twas a langu^e of her own. 

To grosser huiuau eeosn unkuown; 

And while iu blissful reverie 

ilj GDul lived on thiit melody, 

Iu a moment all as deoth was still; 

TlieD, like an eclio in a, hill. 

Far off one melancholy strain! 

Too heavenly pui-e t« rise again, — 

And oil alone the dreiuner stood 

Beside the dieeachanted flood, 

That loUed the rocky banks along 

"With its own dull, slow, mortal song. 

— What wafted off tbe Fairies ? hush ! 

The Btorm comes down the glen — crush — ciTuili — 

And as tlie blackening rain-cloud broke. 

The pine-tree groans to the groaning oak ! 

I Thunder ia in the waving wood — 
And from Rjdal-mere'a white-flashing flood 
Tiiere comes tUi'ough the mist ou aiigry roai', 
Loud as from tlic gieat sea-shore. 
"Well, I ween, the Fairies knew 
Tlie clouds that the sudden tempest brew. 
And had heard far-off tlio raging rjlla, 
As ihey leapt down from a hundred bills, — 
And the ghostlike moau that wails and mves 
From the toppling crags and the sable cavo', — 
Ere the night-stuiin in his wrath doth uome. 
And bids each metuiGr sound be dumb — 
Bo they Sidled away to the land of rest. 
Each to the spot that it loved the beat. 
And lest our noisy world! Wilson. 
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THE LAST MAN. 

Af-i worldl; ehapes shall melt in glooni, 

The Bun liiiuBelf muBt die, 
Defure this mortnl shall asBiime 

Itsimmorlalityl 
I saw a. 'iiEiaik iu my sleep, 
That gave my spirit sti-englh to sweep 

Adownlhegulf ot'Timel 
I saw the last of huuiaii mould, 
Tliat shall Creation's death behold, 

Ab Adam saw her prime 1 
The Sim's eye hod a sickly g^are. 

The Eiirth with aga was wan, 
Tke skeletous of nations were 

Aronnd that luuely man ! 
Some had expired in figUl, — tlie brands 
Still mated iu tht>ir liouy hands; 

la plague and fmniDe some! 
Earth's cities bad no sound nor tread; 
Aud ships were diifting with the de«d. 

To ahores wiiere all was dumbl 
Yet, propliet-lilte, that loDe one stood, 

Witli dauntless words and hig'Ii, 
Tllat shook the sere leaves fi-om the wood, 

As if a sConn passed by, 
yayitig', We are twins in death, proud Son, 
Thy face is cold, tiiy race is run, 

'Tia mercy bids tliee go; 
For thou ten thousand thousand years 
Host seen the tide o{ human tears. 

That shall no longer flow. 
What though beneath thee man piit forth 

Uii pomp, his pride, his skill ; 
And arts that made Urc, flood, and earth. 

The vassals of bis will; 
Yet mourn I not thy parted sway. 
Thou dim discrowned king of day : 

For all those trophicd arts 
And triumph VVoA ^eneaJfti \>»a » 
Healed ool a pwsaVoTi ot *. ■e'"'* 
EnUuled on taonsn teartA. 



Go,— let oblivion's curtain fall 

Upon the stage of men, 
Nor tilth thy rising beoina recall 

Life's tragedy again. 
Its piteous pageants bring not back. 
Nor waken flesh upon the rack 

Of pain anew to initliei 
Stretched in disease's shapes abhorred. 
Or mown in battle by the sword, 

Like grass beneath tlie scythe- 
E'en I am weary In yon skiea 

To watch thy tadinj; fire ; 
Test of all gumless agonies, 

Itehold not me expire. 
My li;iB tbat speak tfay dirge of dentil, — 
Their rounded gasp and gnrgltng breath 

To see thou shalt not boast. 
The eclipse of Nature spreads my pall, — 
The majesty of Darkness sball 

fieceivc my parting ghost I 

This spirit sbalt retnm to Ilim 

That gave its beavenly spark ; 
Yet think not, 8iin, it sbnll he dim 

Wlieu thou thyself art dark! 
No ! it Ehali live again, and shine 
In bliss unknown to beams of thine; 

By Him recalled to breath, 
"Who captive led captivilj. 
Who robbed the grave of victory. 

And took the sting from Death! 

Go, Sun, while Mercy holds me up 

On Nature's awful wasl^ 
To drink this tost and bitter cnp 

Of grief that man shall taste ; 
Go, tetl the night that hides thy foc^ 
Thou sawest the last of Adam's race, 

Ou Earth's sepulchral clod, 
The darkening universe deiy 
To guench hia immortaUly, 
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PRAYER. 

Ere the morning's bnsy ray 

Call you to your work away. 

Ere the silent evening close 

Your wearied eyes in sweet repose. 

To Uft your heart and voice in prayer, 

Be your first and latest care. 

He, to whom the prayer is due. 

From heaven. His throne, shall smile on yoa; 

Angels sent by Him shall tend 

Your daily labour to befriend. 

And their nightly vigils keep 

To guard you in the hour of sleep. 

When thi-ough the peaceful parish swells 

The music of the Sabbath- bells. 

Duly tread the sacred road 

"Which leads you to the house of God; 

The blessing of the Lamb is there. 

And " God is in tlie midst of her.** 

And oh ! where'er yoiur days be past. 
And oil ! however your lot be cast. 
Still think on Him whose eye surveys, 
"Whose hand is over all your ways. 

Abroad, at home, in weal, in woe. 
That service, which to heaven you owe, 
Tliat bound en sei*vice, duly pay. 
And God shall be your strength alway. 

He only to the heart can give 
Peace and true pleasure while you live ; 
He only, when you yield your breath. 
Can guide you through the vale of death. 

He can, he will, from out the dust 
Baise the blest spirits of the just; 
Heal every wound, hush every fear; 
From every eye wipe every tear ; 
And place tYiercv -wVictfc ^liaVx^jsa va Q'er,^ 
And pleasures dv? eU iox ©N«tTa«t;^. 



TUE VOICE OF PRAYEH. 



I HEAB it in tlie Summer wind, 

I feei it in the lig1itnln|r'B gleami 
A tongue in every leaf I fiud, 

A voice in every ninniiig slream. 
It speala in the enameiled flower, 

With grateful incense borne on liigh ; 
It echoes in thedrippiog shower, 

And breathes in midniglit's breatbleSB sky. 
Through all lierecenes of foul and fiur, 
Nature preaonta a, ferveDt pmyerj 
In all her myriad ehapos of love. 
Nature transtnitfl a prayer above. 

Day unto day, and night to night, 

i'lie eloquent appe^ convey ; 
FInsbeth the cheerful orb of light. 

To bid creation bend and pray ; 
Tlie shadowy clouds of darkness steal 

Along the horizon's azure cope; 
Bidding distracted nations kneel 

To Mini, the Lord of quenchless hope: 
To Him, who died that hope might live. 
And lived, eternal life to give ; 
"Who bore the pangs of d(>ath, to save 
The dead from an eternal grave ! 

Oh! thread yon tangled coppice now, 

Where the sweet-brier and woodbine ctriie 
Where music drops from every boogh, 

Like honey from the forest hivei 

Where warbling birds, and humming bees, 

And wild-Howers round a gushing spiing, 

And blossoms sprinkled o'er the tTee«, 

And goigeouB ioaecU oo. Vbe v'vtii^. 
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Unite to load the gladdened air 
With melody of grateful prayer ; 
Unite t^eir Maker^s name to bless 
In that brief span of happiness ! 

And can it be that Man alone 

Forbids the tide of prayer to flow ; 
For whom his Qod forsook a throne. 

To weep, to bleed — a man of woe f 
Ah ! 'tis alone the immortal soul 

An endless bliss ordained to win. 
The heaven of heavens its destined goal. 

That thus is sunk in shameless sin ! 
Scantly permitting to intrude 
The faintest gleam of gratitude ; 
And but in hours of dire despair, 
Responding in the voice of prayer ! C. S. 



I 


N D E X. 








Page 


ADURK88 to an Egyptian Mommy 


. Horace Smith 


. 129 


Adrantages of Rxerciae to Health 


Thomtim 


. 240 


The Adventurer on the Sea of Life 


(knrington . 


. 45 


— African Boy .... 


. Jemingham . 


. 154 


L'Allegro 


» • • 


. MiUan; 


. 246 


The Alps at Day-break 


■ . • 


. Rogers . 


. SO 


>• American Water-fowl 


. 


Bryant 


. 229 


Anna D'Arfet 


1 . . 


, Bowles. 


. 296 


An Answer to What is Time ? 


. Scott . 


2 


The Answer of the Egyptian Mummy . 


Mummitts 


. 131 


Antiquity 


Mm • . 


. 176 


April . • . • 


t • • 


Longfellow . 


. 38 


The First of April 




Warion 


. 238 


— April Day 




Bale , 


. 239 


— Arabian Maiden's Song . 




Carlyle 


. 124 


— ' Aurora Borealis 




R.C.P, 


. 12 


Autumn .... 




• • • 


. 143 






Peabody 


. 114 




An Autumn Thought . 




• • • 


. 35 


Autumn Evenings 




• urn 


. 28 


The Banks of the Dove 




Sadler . 


. 55 


— Banks of the Yarrow 




Logan . 


. 88 


— Battle of Hastings 




Bowles 


. 303 


TbaBee .... 




• • • 


. 72 


The Bees* Winter Retreat . 




• • • 


. 102 


Bells at a Distance 




Cowper 


. 142 


The Bells of Ostend 




Bowles 


. 266 


— Better Land 




Mrs. Hemans 


. 77 


— Bird caught at Sea 




nm . 


. 75 


Birds in Snnmier 




MdryHowiU 


. 174 


My Birth-Day . 




Crdbbe 


. 169 


The Boulevards of Paris in 1) 


315 . 


Oroly 


. 289 


The Bower 




BenJonson . 


. 294 


— Boy .... 




WiUis 


. 49 


To a Little Boy . 




• • • 


. 98 


The Brothers' Parting . 




• • • 


. 218 


— Bucket 




Woodworth 


. 55 


— Burial of Sir John Moor 


B . . . 


Wo^fe . 


. 144 


Description of a Butterfly . 




Spenser 


. 113 


The Calendar of Flora 




CtMrlotte Smith 


. 210 


— Cataract of Lodore 




Southey 


. 58 


To the Small Gelandine 




Wordsworth 


. 29 


A Charade 




• • • 


. 152 


To a Child in Prayer . 




ConversaUons 


. 122 


Chorus of Babylonians 




Milman 


. 298 


The Christmas Walta . 




. WordsvMyr^K 


. «a 


A Churchyard Soeoe . 


• • • 


. WUto^v 


. 'WSV 


A CoUoquy with MymU 


f 





324 



IHDEX. 



TlMComet . 

— Oominc^n of Sprbag 
Content 

Odo to Content . 
Contentment in a Hmnble Station 
The Contrast .... 

— Coral QroTe . 

— Coral Inieot . 

— Coral Island . 

— Coronation of Ines de Castro 
Our Country and our Home 
Convttlesoenoe - 
To the Crow 
The Cuckoo . 

— Cypress Wrealb 
Daisy 
Dawn 
Day-Break 



The Days of my Youth 
Death .... 

The Death of the Flowers • 
— Death of Flowers 
On the Death of Geoi^ge the Third 
Dirge ^in Cymbaine) . 
Ode on Disappointment 
The Dying Stag . 
Early Rising 
Elegy written in a Country Churchyard 
Employment in a Garden • 
England 

England's Merry Bells 
Epitaph on a Tame Hare 
Evening .... 



To the Evening Breeae 
Ode to Evening . 
The Evening Walk 
An Evening Walk in Bengal 
Evergreens 
The Fading Lily . 
— Fairies 
A Fairy's Favours 
Fairy's Song 

The Fairy Queen sleeping . 
A Fairy's Song . 
A Fairy Song 
The Falls of the Passaic 
Fame * . . • 
Ode to Fancy . ' . 

The Fairies' Grotto 
^ Farm Yard . 



SrawttUe 

Comethu WObi . 

WiiKams 

Mrs. Barbauld 

CaripU 

Wordsworth 

JPerdval 

Mrs. JSigoumqf . 

James MotUgomoTf 

Bernard BarUm . 

James Montgomem 

Orap 



9 

« 

. 171 
. « 

213 

m 

227 

in 
m 

2SS 

SOS 

1» 



Loffon . 
Sir Walter 8eM 
Monigownerp 
MUOeWs Caautetu 
Bea^w^otU ^ rUUker i 

Tucker i 

Bishop Porteus . H 

Miss Bowles, . W 

Brpant . Itf 

H.Smith . IS 

CoiUns. . m 

Kirk WWie . . 34 

G.JFletcher . . M 

Joanna BaiUie . 9 

Grap . 291 

Milton .157 

Bobert Montgow^erjf 300 

Cowper . . Itf 
Beaumont Sf FUUker 6 

Warton . 223 

Brpant . . 15 

couins . . see 

Hurdis . . 28: 

Bishop Heber . MX 

Pinkney . . 5: 

Coleridge . . S 

Wilson . . 30! 

Shakspeare . . SO 

Shakspeare . . S4 

Shakspeare . . M 

Shakst>eare . . 6 

Shaksjfteare . . 8 

Washington Irving 16 

PoUok . . ifl 

Warton . . S7 

Shenstone » . 15 



On the Fteld of Buttle of BnUloD Onen 



- OokUnohlNeM . 
^ QoOd'HortOlt 

— Qnad&ttaer^Siath-bi 



To the Hamut Moon 

— a Hedge Spnrrow 
Berrtok'a Lltssy 



Hymn lo Lhe Flowo 



>- Lvt Uan 
HrLibruy 
Ths Life of Han. 

— Light of Honw 

— LKtteeireep. 
Lo, Uw Lill« 

The Lily and Hose 



[■BNeat 



ThaHattoLunp 



BladCKKicd'iMagaiiiitia 



326 



INOEX. 



MantMortaUkie 

Maii'« Resurrection 

The Man of Rom 

Maieh 

Bfaiy Graj*! S<Hi9 

•^ Hocning 
8oog of May McAmlng 
The Mennaid*a Song 

■» Merry Heart 
Midnight . 
TheMiUMuaid . 

-* Miser . 
Moonlight . 
Morning 



Morning Hymn . 
A Mother's Love . 
Mount Horeb 
To a Mountain Daiqy 
TheMonmw 
•— Narcissus 

— Naturalist's Bummer-Evening 
My Natire Home 
The Nautilus 

— Negro's Comi^aint 
Night 



Nothing 
November . 
The Ocean . 
Ode to the Memoiy of Mr. Inchbald 
To an Old Oak . 
The Oriole's Nest 
•-* Orphan Boy. 

— Orphan's Prayer 

— Owi 
Paper 

Past— Present— Future 
The Peasant'aLife 

— Penitent's Return 
II Penseroso 
From the Persian 
The Plane Tree and the Vine 
Praise of a Ck>untry Life 
Lines in praise.of a Goose-Quill 
The Poplars 

Prayer .... 
The Rainbow 
To the Rainbow . 
Jfiecoilections of Youth 



Walk 



Bryani 
Wilson 
Percival 
Milton . 
Milton . 

• • • 

Milman 
Croiy . 
Shenttone 
Pollok . 
Pope^t Homer 



Page 

& 

. 63 

. S96 

. 65 

3ED* 
. Ill 

. ' 86 

. 153 

. 89 

. 306 

. 277 

. IM 

. 82 

. 207 



Joanna BaUlie 

Milton . 

James Montgomery 



Cooper . 

White qfSelbome 



MUUm. . 204 

6 
280 
180 

. en 

Bums . . .901 
B^eaumont Sf FMeker^l 

160 

47 

38 
172 
182 

96 
7 

88 
211 

16 
142 

42 
183 

80 

M.O.Lewis . . 162 

109 
305 
3 
194 
125 
249 

65 
257 
165 

85 

106 

380 

8 

90 
169 



Barnard 

Cowper 

James Montgomery 

Southey 

Porson 

Crdbbe 

M* . 

John Philip Kemble 

Rogers . 

WUks . 

Fox . • 



Butler 

Benjamin FrankUn 

Broume 

O. Fletcher . 

Mrs. Hemans 

Milton 

Sir W.Jones 



Sir H. Wootton 

Bishop AUerbury 

Cowper 

Mant 

Campbell 

Campbell 

Maekenne 



INDEX. 



327 



Recollections 
Remembrance . 
The Repose after the Chase 
Report of an Adjudged Case 
The Rishig Moon 

— Rose 
-* Sailor's Evening Song 

Lines to an Alabaster Sarcophagus 

Saturday Afternoon 

Scene after a Summer Shower 

Seotch Mountain-scenery 

The Sea 

— Sea Shore 
SignsofRain 
The Setting Sun . 

— > Shepherd's Home . 
Bflenoe 

Silent Monitors . 
On Skating 
To the Sky-Lark . 
The Snail . 

— Snow-Flake . 

— Soldier's Dream 

— Solitary Walk at Noon 
Solitude 
Song 

The Song of the Breeze 
Song of the Cid . 
A Song of Pitcaim's Island 
Song of the Stars 
Sonnet to the Nightingale 
The Sorrows of ChUdhood 

— Spanish Armada . 
Spring 



Ode to Spring 

The Coming-in of Spring 

— Squirrel 

— Squire's Pew 
Steam and the Steam-ilngine 
The Stranded Bark and the Life-boat 
Summer . . . 



Hummer Evening at the Farm 

Sunday at Sea 

Sunset in September . 

Sunshine after a Shower 

TheSw&Ilow 

— Fint Swallow 



Miis Gould . 

Soutkey 

Sir Walter Seott 

Cowper 

Peabody 

Cowptr 



N.P.8 
WillU 

• • • 
Sir Walter Scoti 



Southey 
Jenner 



Shenstone 



CkarlotU Smith 
Dr. Johtuon 



Coteper 
Gould . 
Campbell 
Cowper . 
Cowper 

Joanna Baillie 
Eleanor JHckenson 
Bowles 
Bryant 
Bryant 
Drummond . 
Montgomery . 
Macauley 
WUlii 

Williame . 
Peabody 
Mrs. Barbauld 
Cornelius Webbe 
Cowper 
Miss Taylor 
Wilks . 
Anon. 
Peabody 
C L.B. 
Kirke WhiU 
Bishop Turner 
Wilcox 
Warlotv 
Cowiper 



Page 

» 

X 

100 

97 
14 
S5 

71 

194 

43 

66 

lf6 

7 

808 

7» 

14 

118 

3S 

44 

1«7 

141 

2S3 

S3 

100 

943 

140 

200 



«fi7 
164 

13 
867 
»7 
148 

64 
110 
186 
844 
100 
800 

30 
138 
170 
168 

88 
888 
188 

"^ 



888 xirosz. 

* 

-je Pip 

Thooi^ts to Nfttnrt ..... Cowper . ]» 

Time Francis (iuarkt , 

^■"■^ .••••»• • Knox . . 8s 

An Answer to Whftt te Tiiiie? • . 8coU . . . i 

TimeFliee S 

The Throflh Charlotte Smith . Ill 

To-MOROW . . 2S3 

The TrsTeDer ^ 69 

— TrsTeller 8 ikrge Bernard Barton . 14S 

— TrsTeller in Africa .... IHtchtssctfDev(mdm)Tt 

Ode to TnmqnilUty ColeHdge . 74 

Trees Characterized . . . Spenser . 83 

The Trout-Stream 127 

OdetoTmth . : . . . . Mason . » 

Twilight Montgomery. . 1« 

The Tulip ... 123 

Unfolding the Flocks Beaumont ^ FtetO^'B \ 

The Valentine Wreath .... Montgomery . . 216 

— Violet and the Panqr .... Langhome . . SiM 

— Viidble Creation James Montg&meiy 4 

— Voice of Prayer C S. . . . » 

— Voice of Spring Mrs. Hemans . W 

A Voyage round the World .... Montgomery . 21 
The Wandering Boy Kirke WhiU . 17J 

— Way to iw Happy Byrom . 75 

— Weaver's Wife ComeHus Webbe . « 

Lines to the Western Mummy Oallaudet . 136 

Westminster Abbey Keate . 46 

What is that, Mother? .... Boane 308 

What is Time? Marsden 1 

A Wild Flower Wreath .... Nvgee Sacne . 185 

The Wind in a Frolic HouriU . . . n 

To the Winds Bernard Barton . U» 

^>n*«' Mary HouriU . SW 

A Winter Evening in the Library . . Cowper . 91 

The Winter's Day , .' . 146 

A Winter's Song Shakepeare '. ' 113 

Tl^eWish Kirke White. . 175 

— Withered Leaf Pickering . . 1(8 

A Word of Advice to the Discontented . . Alexander yichoUs 1(B 

The Wounded Deer . . Bartoin . . 57 

Written in a Valley near a Stream . Carlple ' ' 159 

Written in a Shady Valley .... Shenstone . '. MS 



LoKDON : Harvlisok ikisn Co.« %t. M.Kvcnu'a "Lahm 



h 



